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They're perfectly delightful—these Lucky Heart 
Cosmetics! They make you feel so good! You know 
they’re quality products! And your Lucky Heart 
neighborhood Representative brings you a wonderful 
selection of luxurious creams and lotions... 
beauty-building foundations, powders, lipsticks . . . hair 
care aids to bring dreamed-of length and loveliness ... 
exciting perfumes to weave an aura of enchantment 
about you! Do let your Lucky Heart Representative 
help you learn the Lucky Heart way of easy, constructive 


personal care that brings you a special elusive charm, 


Mrs. Cleo Johnson, charm- 
ing Chicagoan, enjoys the 
friendly help of her Lucky 
Heart Representative, in make 
ing cosmetic choices, You, 
too, can enjoy the luxury of 
being served in the conveni- 
ence of your own home by an 
experienced beauty consultant 
“2 personally interested in your 
charm and beauty. 


Lucky Heart Has a FREE GIFT for you! 


Very soon your Lucky Heart Representative will call 
and present you with a lovely gift...with absolutely no 
obligation! It is her or his way of saying 

“thank you" for the opportunity to show you 


Rich Cream $1.00* : : 
this fine line of cosmetic products. 


May-June Special, 54c* : 
If no Lucky Heart Representative calls on you now, 


investigate the profit possibilities that are offered you as 
a Lucky Heart Representative. Just write to Lucky Heart 
at the address given below and complete information will 
be sent you on this exciting and profitable opportunity. 


\ LUCKY HEART, Dept. 2F, 400 Mulberry St., Memphis 2, Tenn. 











Perfumed 
Deodorant Spray 75c* 








Bold! 


Crisp ! Tangy! a 
LUCKY MAN Aw H) 





A delightful masculine 
fragrance admired by , 4 
men and women alike! 


$1.25* 





*plus federal tax 
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Only HOWARD “FULL-CAP WIGS’... HAVE HAIR just as LONG, just the COLOR, just the FIT and STYLE You Want 


8100: The DARLING: Full-Cap WIG. ; 1425: “Peedie Cut.” Latest fashion 


Feather curts all-around with import- 450: VERSATILE: Malf-cap ali ever Wig. Shoul- favorite. i hair, Fit 
der length on imported net. Restyies into comfort; beauty. ........ 

wie: many hairdos. Hand made ribbon part, $19.95 1426: With natural part. . 
1560: Half-Cap Wig: Mend made with natural 1427: Rand-made Paris. 
sitk part that cannet be detected... $24.95 ? “ 


We One, but No One, Keows You're Wearing Ove Styled just fer YOU. . 


“ln Europe's Nair Fashion Contors 


rene GLAMOUR GIRL LOOK for vou 


A LOVELIER YOU FOR ROMAWCE... BUSINESS... for NEW BEAUTY only with HOWARD HAIRPIECES 
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410: THICK PAGE BOY with ANZ 

of Peak curls. Wear together or 
Aad — Ss «7 


| : | 3 NE ¢ 
; UPSWEEP CLUSTER CURLS 
your head. $4.95 Encircles 


THIS CAN HA 70 YOU, T00! 
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" ness. Soft- to-touch End curis at-§ % ape 
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58 ural looking . 
101: Extra thick. . $5.75 


Such Wonderful CHANGES... Quick and Easy 


530: LABY EVE: No matter 
how thin and short your 
hair, this style gives you 
thick, long hair beauty at 
the touch of your comb. Many new hairstyles 
are yours . . . for that glamour look. . $12.95 
531: Extra jong, extra thick... ... $15.95 
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210: The Siren. 


This shoulder- 
bob 
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Why are more and more 


business girls 


using Tampax? 








































Ask the company doctor or the staff 
nurse. They're very apt to tell you that 
the Tampax user is much more likely to 
take ‘‘those days” in her stride. But the 
girls themselves are still most impressed 
by the freedom and assurance that 
doctor-invented Tampax gives. Here are 
some of the things they say: 

“I can’t be bothered with all that other 
rigmarole,; Tampax is quick and easy to 
change.” “Il must have pro- 
tection that prevents odor.” 
‘No telltale bulges for me; not, 
of all places, in the office!”’ 
‘Tampax is so comfortable, I 
almost forget it’s ‘time-of-the-month.’” 

Girls starting work often decide on 
Tampax because of admiration for some 
older, perfectly poised woman in the 
organization who uses it. From its dainti- 
ness of handling to its ease of disposa- 
bility, Tampax seems made for the 
woman who has to be on the go all the 
crime, who has to meet people with charm 
and assurance under any circumstances. 

The druggist or notion counter in 
your neighborhood carries Tampax in 
all three absorbencies: Regular, Super, 
Junior. Month's supply goes into purse 
or tucks in the back of a drawer. Tampax 
Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. _ 
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ector A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 
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SON By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: 


I am a girl of 19 and I’ve been 


32 married twice. My husband is over- 
34 seas. I met a fellow in the Air Force 
36 about two months after my husband left 
38 and now we have been going together 


for five months. I fell in love with him 
and he used to like me, too. He used to 
come by the house every night but one 






















































" Z day a girl called him and asked him to 
14 come over and see her. He went to visit 
22 her and came back and told me he didn’t 
.. 24 like her. She continued to call him 
2” 26 nevertheless. After this had gone on for 
or 28 a month he came by my house one night 
31 at 9 o’clock and left at 10 o’clock. He 
had never left that early before, but he 
} said he had to g° back to the base. Aft- Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair Coloring can make 
5 er he left, my girl friend came by and we your hair as lovely as you wish it could be 
i | went downtown. I saw him sitting at a .. + gives youthful color to gray hair . . . adds 
2 | table with this girl who had been calling we, guste a to drab, colorless hair 
i ie eee Beat alll iis vee s you looking younger, lovelier . . . 
h y were having a goo e. this very day. 
16 | The next day he came by my house to y Pom iti teal 
Gi et iw latel ee te You can dehend ypon Godefroy» Larieue, 
was trying to do, he didn’t say anything approved, for more than 50 years. Get it at 
but kissed me. Two weeks later he called your favorite cosmetic counter this very day! 
and said he was taking this other girl : 
4] out now and | said it was okay with me. i pit aoe 
42 But I love him Mrs. Jackson, and now 7 es 
zn all I do is stay around the house and Just NC 
4 cry because I am hurt so badly. I called fe 4 via NY 
48 him up at camp and told him that I still 3 * \ = ES 
— him, but he said he didn’t want to | - y y/ | > 
reak up my home. Sometimes he sends Si 
his friends over and they bring mes- fasy “2 Ow) ——F 
El Bilin ioc pine iin | QeEceoe Sambeees Bere 
arene hie —_— - : yY8 . ecause ove Larieuse as directed. cluded in package. set in your favorite style. ; 
ent nd can’t turn him down when 
i= he sends for me. Do you think he loves | (@ODEFROY MFG. CO. + 3510 OLIVE « ST. LOUIS 3, mo] 
5 















Send A Copy 


lo Your Friends | 


. . . without charge 


EBONY 
1820 So. Michigan Av. 
Chicago 16, Illinois 


Please send a free copy of EBONY 
with my compliments to the persons 
listed below: 


(_] If possible, send the June issue. 




















To A ee 
pS ee a ane 
City _____ Zone State 
o . * 
To ee ae ee 
Address__ ee ee ee ee 
City __Zone___ State 
’ *- eo 
To ee ee ee eee 
Address_____ Se ee 
City Zone___State____ 
e e ae 
To 2 pS ae Se ee 
Address__._ eT eee ee 
City______Zene____ Siate___ 
s e os 
To ee eee 
Address__ Sb AY ol 
City_________ Zone___State___ 
s s e 
To a 
Address 
City. ____Zone___ State 
ee 
Address 
Chy.___._._.__.kone.____ Safe 














6 


me or is just making a fool of me? 
Please help me! M.E.B. 
Dear M.E.B.: 

I never knew there were such stupid, 
gullible people like you alive in this 
world! Of course the fellow is making 
a fool of you . . . you are begging him 
to treat you as he is. After all, married 
women don’t conduct themselves in such 
a manner and it looks as if you are for- 
getting you’re a married woman. Let 
this man alone and go back to your hus- 
band if he’ll take you! 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I met a man last summer whom I fell 
in love with completely. Lately we have 
been going together and he knows that I 
really love him. Here is my problem: 
He has a son by an older woman and 
sometimes he stays with them. However, 
he does not love her, and he has even 
asked me to marry him. Naturally, | 
said yes. When he takes me out he treats 
me very nice and is quite affectionate 
and attentive. People say he means me 
no good because he is 25 years old and 
I’m 17, but even so I realize that I love 
him more than I could possibly love any- 
one else. Please help me to make the 
right decision. Sincerely, 

Eleanor 
Dear Eleanor: 

You are too young to marry a man 
with a ready-made family, and since he 
is still living with the mother of his 
child you would be smart to have 
nothing more to do with him. Perhaps 
you are imagining your love for this fel- 
low because he is older than the boys 
you are used to dating at school. Or it 
could be that you are mistaking admira- 
tion and gratitude (because he prefers 
you to an older, more sophisticated per- 
son), for love? You’d better go back 
to your school and start dating boys in 
your own age group. Let this older fel- 
low seek another wife or else marry the 
mother of his child (which is something 
he should have done long ago). 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

This is my first time writing you, so 
I hope you will print this letter in your 
next column. My problem seems very 
serious to me and I have thought it over 
and over but can’t solve it myself. I am 
a very nice respectable girl and I don’t 
run around. I am interested in boys, 
having gone around with quite a few, 
but they don’t seem interested in me. I 





never tell a boy that I love him because 
I think a boy should tell a girl he loves 
her before she admits her love to him, 
I don’t like to go out in dark cars neck. 
ing and petting because I think it is 
awful to do so. I will treat a boy nice 
if he behaves correctly, but if he doesn’t 
then I’ll have very little to do with him. 
I would like for you to tell me how to 
get along with boys so they will be in- 
terested in me. I am very bashful and | 
guess that’s why it is so difficult for me 
to have friends. 
L.M.M.G. 

Dear L.M.M.G.: 

Since you are a nice and respectable 
girl you really shouldn’t have trouble 
getting dates with equally nice fellows. 
Unfortunately, it is true that some of 
them have ulterior motives and like to 
date girls who share their enthusiasm 
for “park and pet” parties. However, 
there are also many who like girls for 
the simple reason that they enjoy being 
around someone special. I think you are 
also putting the “cart before the horse” 
by mixing up love before you get to 
friendship. Slow down on this love 
business for it seems as if you’ve been 
seeing too many torrid “love me or 
leave me” movies. I can give you no 
magic formula that will make boys like 
you. But, if you are interested in people 
and sincerely like them (both boys and 
girls) you will have no trouble making 
friends. When you become interested in 
other people you forget your own shy- 
ness and people begin to like you. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I have had a baby by one fellow but 
| didn’t marry him. Now I am about to 
be married to a very nice boy who is 
willing to take a “ready-made” family 
and will support us. However, I have a 
no-good brother and he is making things 
very miserable for me. He does not like 
the fellow and is doing everything he 
can so he won’t marry me. So you think 
I should marry him and disregard my 
brother’s remarks or what should I do? 

Miss Beatrice Luck 
Dear Miss Luck: 

Better investigate your brother’s re- 
marks about your husband-to-be before 
you are his bride. Just maybe he has 
some reason for saying these things and 
it is up to you to find out if they are 
true before it’s too late. If you do find 
that your brother has been maliciously 
lying then disregard his unkindness and 
go ahead and marry the fellow. 
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1. Antise ptr (Protective, germicidal action) 

Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected 
new formula releases its antiseptic and germicidal ingredients 
right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base melts at body 
temperature, forming a powerful protective film that permits 
long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. Deodorant (Protection from odor) 


effective than anything it had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) embarrassing 
odors, yet have no “medicine” or “‘disinfectant’’ odor themselves. 


3. Convenient (So easy fo use) 

Norforms are small vaginal suppositories, so easy and convenient 
to use. Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or measuring. They’re 
greaseless and they keep in any climate: Your druggist has them 
in boxes of 12 and 24. Also available in Canada. 


Mail this coupon today FREE informative Norforms booklet 


snes mail this coupon to: Dept. T-56 
orwich Pharmacal Company, Norwich, N. Y. 


Please send me the new Norforms booklet, in a 


NORFORMS 
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CLARA WARD 


EXT TO GOD’S BLESSINGS on me, 
I am thankful for my mother’s spir- 
itual and musical guidance. Aside from 
her maternal devotion she is general 
manager of the Ward Singers, aids me 
in the Ward’s House of Music, and su- 
pervises many of my recording as well as 
recording dates of the Ward Singers. 

However, my memory goes back when 
I was a small child and sat in the au- 
dience of Philadelphia’s Ebenezer Bap- 
tist Church, where my mother was a 
soloist for 12 years, and hoped that 
someday I could sing like her. 

Several years later I had the oppor- 
tunity to begin when my sister Willarene 
and I were introduced as juvenile singers 
and pianists. My mother had sacrificed 
many things in order that we could have 
vocal and piano lessons. This was our 
opportunity to prove that we were apt 
pupils. 

Our debut was somewhat successful 
and soon afterwards my mother, my sis- 
ter and I, started singing in churches and 
traveling occasionally. In singing the in- 
spired gospel songs the Ward Singers 





became increasingly popular and my 
mother selected three additional singers 
to sing with the group. 

Our next move was to begin increased 
travel. It was a new experience for my 
mother and it tired her endlessly in plan- 
ning the gospel concerts, watching our 
meals, getting train, plane or bus tickets 
and every other detail. Yet, she was de- 
termined to make the Ward Singers car- 
riers of inspired music to hundreds of 
thousands of people throughout the 
country and several foreign nations. 

The Ward Singers, including my 
mother, my sister (who is now married 
and only sings at local engagements with 
the group), and I, have sung in all of 
the leading cities of forty-two states, 
Mexico, Canada and Havana, Cuba. My 
mother, except for brief illnesses has 
traveled every mile of the way. 

My mother, as we said our prayers 
together many nights, used to tell me, 
“Clara I want you to be successful in 
gospel singing, you have to keep trying. 
Remember, you’re not an ordinary sing- 
er. 





OR YOUR MONEY 


BACK IM 10-DAYS 





FEATURES 





INCHES OFF YOUR WAIST 
Vital Back Support 


Never before such figure 
magic! Slim-A-Waist molds 


gone 
youthful tummy, posture 
erect, back straight, high 
for that youthful “taller and 
slimmer” look—all this with 
complete freedom, comfort 
and assurance of smooth 
curved lines to glamorize all 
your clothes. 
“CUSTOM-MADE” FIT 
Stim-A-Waist goes on in a 
jiffy—no tugging and strug- 
gling, then a gentle adjust- 
mam of the tabs ond pene 
7 take off ON 0, up to 
IVE INCHES OF! ag waist. 
Smooths your hipline, too. 
Made of fine long-weering 
broadcloth boned wit! 


the gli jing back and 
or pe ond ay poo 
reathe w ou. 4 long- 
length adjustable garters. 
10 day FREE trial 
Order today at our risk. Wear 


it10 ———. If not delighted 
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at once. if | am not delighted. 
trial for prompt refund of 
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I'll Send You This Handsome 


SAMPLE FREE 
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MAKE UP TO 

$309 * DAY! 
ihe A s 
You can make plenty of EXTRA CASH for yourself, 
in spare time or full time, with this big, valuable, 
FREE tailoring Sample Case packed with 100 beau- 
tiful, big-value suit and overcoat samples. Just show 
the samples and last-minute styles to friends, fellow- 
workers, others. Take their orders for fine made-to- 
measure clothes—and pocket BIG CASH PROFITS 
in advance. No experience, no tailoring knowledge 
needed—and no money needed, ever. We supply every- 
thing FREE—sample case, sample suitings, equip- 
ment, instructions. Start making money first day! 

Your Personal Suits without 1¢ Cost! 

When men see the fine fit, quality and value of our sults— 
THEY ORDER! So we make it eaay for you to get your 
own personal suits and overcoats without pay even 
one penny. Don't wait! Rush the coupon below with your 
name, address, and age for your FREE SAMPLE 
CASE—Today! 


J. C. FIELD & SON INC., Dept. C-1864 
__. Harrison & Throop Sts... _Chicage 7, 1. _ 
'5. C. FIELD & SON INC., Dept. C-1864 H 
' Harrisen!& Threep Sts., Chicage 7, IMlinels H 
t Please rush ABSOLUTELY FREE the valuabie my a, 
'Case with suit fabrics and style Sapo. Include in- 
i structions, money-makiag plans and details for getting ! 
{my own suits without paying one cent. q 








Has IRON-STARVED BLOOD Left You 


TIRED? 


FEEL GOOD AGAIN FAST 
with famous 5.5.5. TONIC 


When you’re suffering from that common blood 
condition known as Iron Deficiency Anemia, 
S.S.S. TONIC brings blessed relief fast/ For only 
a few pennies a day, you can feel NEW PEP 
AND ENERGY, and perk up your appetite with 
S.S.$. TONIC liquid or easy-to-take tablets. You 
will be satisfied or your money back. FEEL 
GOOD AGAIN FAST. Feel your best, 


TAKE $.S.S. TONIC 



























































































































































































































It’s wonderful the way 
Chewing-Gum Laxative 
acts chiefly to 


REMOVE WASTE - 
Here’s the secret millions 
have discovered about 
FEEN-A-MINT, the wonder- 
fully different chewing-gum laxative. 
FEEN-A-MINT is different because you 


chew it. It’s different, too, because it 
removes mostly waste—not good food! 
not work in 





for energy. 

Doctors know that rzzn-A-MINnT Works 
chiefly in the lower bowel... removes 
mostly waste, not good food! 

So to feel like a million, do as mil- 
lions do. Chew delicious rzxn-A-MINT... 
and feel full of life and energy! Get 
FEEN-A-MINT! 


i Feen-amint # 


THE CHEWING-GUM LAXATIVE 











WHEN THE CIRCUS| 


HEN THE STUD with the long white mop who handles the scratch, dips 

his bird-skin into its crow bath and puts down his scribe of many page 

about the browns and beiges throughout the ages, Jim, he’s got to be real cool 
when he puts the ink on the blink when the cool cats took over the circus. 

It hopped off with a deuce of studs jiving some buds about how strong they 





| 


were and their ability to provide satisfaction with any action, including platter 
spinners and frantic tenors, rhythms and blues and paying them dues. They 
were wagging and bragging, lying and sighing, cooling and fooling until one of 
the buds hissed through her cuds: 

“If you’re so great, we’re sure you can rate with record man Don Robey o 
with the Indians’ Larry Doby. We've been keeping our praise for Willie Mays, but 
listening to you two mew, we wonder if you can top, among all the others, the 
wonderful circus of Ringling Brothers. Can you match the lions and mules and 
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Iilustration by Herbert Temple 


CAME TO BOP TOWN 


seals in schools; come up with plenty of monks plus a couple of skunks; some 
tigers and bears and gorillas in pairs? You’ve been around here boasting and 
coasting and jiving and high-diving, so we wish you'd either git it or quit it and 
like the pig, we hope you dig.” 

“What do ya know, Joe, the broads want us to put on a show,” popped one 
stud. “Jeez, Jake, if I ain’t a snake,” honked the other. “Listen, Babes. We're 
from way in the future. That’s our address, the year 99 where everything is fine. 
We can match and we can latch and we hope you catch. The broad, Claude, wants 
to jerk us on a mouldy fig circus. You can sound the chimes, they’re really behind 
the times. But to make them happy with something snappy, let’s get in the shade 
with a real cool parade.” 

“Not much to work with since Annie has been gone since early this morn,” said 
his chum, hauling out a drum. “I’ll knock a roll to catch (Continued on Page 18) 








TURN GRAY HAIR 
TO JET BLACK 


or Lustrous Brown, | 
right at Home— 
with One Quick 
Shampoo! 


Now you can change dull gray hair to shiny, 
silken black or brown—with one quick Blen- 
sol Shampoo! Imagine! Blensol cleans and 
silkens your hair while it colors it. Gives true 
as natural color that covers gray completely, 
lasts 6-8 weeks—won’t rub off or wash out. 
Send only $1.25 plus tax for two complete 
Blensol Color Shampoos! Shampoo your hair 
with it. If not thrilled with the sparkling 
natural looking color and lustre, return the 
unused portion and get full cash refund. 


Mail This Money Back Coupon Now! 
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| BLENSOL, 1750 Ploza Ave. (Dept. T-2) 
New Hyde Park, 
| Please send me Seth color shampoos 
| ( A—Deep Black [7] B—Biack [] C—Darkest Brown 
0 0—Dark Brown 
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| 

| 

| 

| ! 

(CD Send C.0.D. at $1.50 | 

| (0 Send postpaid. | enclose $1.38 | 

| includes 13c tax) | 
| 

{ Nene ™ 

Address_ 

I City_ —— __Zone___ State | 
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Go e WANTS YOU 


To Be Really Happy! Are you facing difficult 
Problems? Poor Health? Money or Job Troubles? 
Love or Family Troubles? Worried? Drink? Un- 
happiness of any kind? Would you like more 
Happiness, Saccess and “Good Fortune” in Life? 

If you have any of these Problems, or others 
like them, dear friend, here is wonderful NEWS 
of a remarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER that is 
— eee to glorious NEW happiness 
and joy 

Just clip this Message now and mail with your 
name, address and 3c stamp to LIFE-STUDY 
FELLOWSHIP, Box 5206, Noroton, Conn. We will 
rush this wonderful NEW Message of PRAYER 
and FAITH to you by AIR MAIL absolutely 





NEW “Heats-Its-Own-Water”’ 
48-CUP ELECTRIC COFFEE 


URN GIVEN to 


Your Church or Group 
without One Penny Cost! 






Get this big new-type Tr 4 
48-Cup Electric West Bend Cof- 
fee Urn, never pay or send a sin- 
penny! Heatheows water! 
of other exclusive fea- 


supply of my famous flavoring. 
you do is have 10 members of 
your group each sell only 5 bot- 
tles and the 48-Cup Urn is yours 
to keep! Take up to 60 days. No 
money down, we give you credit. 


NEVER COSTS A Pam! 


Not a penny of your 
is aeoted——over. ¥ Write today 
for this amazing offer. 

ANNA ELIZABETH WADE 
1720 Tyree Street 
LYNCHBURG, VIRGINIA 
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WANTS FAN CLUBBERS 


Your article, “Will Hollywood Let Negroes 
Make Love?” is one of the best articles I 
have ever read on Hollywood. I had never 
read TAN before, but after reading such fine 
literature, I shall continue to buy your maga- 
zine. 

Some friends and I are trying to organize a 
Harry Belafonte-Dorothy Dandridge Fan Club 
and would like other young people to be a 
part of it. My address is: 
Emanuel Thomas 

68 Selly Lane 
Atherton, California 


DANDRIDGE TERRIFIC 


[ just finished reading the March issue, and 
all the stories were good. 

I’m an airman stationed in Korea and news 
and stories of our people are always welcomed. 
What happened to Hilda Simms? I don’t hear 
anything about her any more. Is Dorothy 
Dandridge married? She certainly is a fine 


and beautiful young woman. I enjoyed reading 
your write-up on her a couple of issues ago, 
also I got to see her recent movie, Carmen 


She was terrific! 
S/Sgt. Andy H. Scott 
San Francisco, Calif. 


TAN IS TOPS 


I certainly have enjoyed reading TAN 
Magazine. It’s tops. Since I’m a teen-ager, I 
say hats off to “Teen Talk.” Your March 
issue was extremely interesting. 

Here’s wishing you the best of luck. 

Eugene Fuller 
Senoia, N. C. 


I’m a TAN fan and have been for several 
years. I think it’s the most wonderful maga- 
zine in the romance field. I’m sure that it 
proves helpful to those with problems, and as 
a sort of guiding light to others. 

Mamie Hatchett 
Senoia, N. C. 


| have been reading your TAN Magazine 
constantly for some time now and have found 
yut that it is the best magazine out. I read 
an article, “Are Older Men Better Lovers?” 
and thought it was great. 

Do hope you will continue to keep up the 


good work. 
Lillie M. McGlen 
Evarts, Ky. 


| have just finished reading my first issue 
of TAN. I am white and I think TAN is a 
very interesting magazine and every story is 
excellent. I will always be a reader of TAN. 
Geneva Walker 

r, Maine 


Jones. 


| am an ardent reader of TAN and enjoy 
it very much. I especially liked “How To Get 
The Most Out Of Love.” Keep up the good 
work. Mattie Coleman 
Tuskegee, Ala. 
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SORRY, PLEASE 


In your issue of TAN, I noticed on page 16 
of Hollywood to Harlem a mistake. You have 
a picture of Sidney Poitier with the name of 
Roy Hamilton. My friends want to know if 
Roy Hamilton has changed to Sidney Poitier. 
or vice versa. Could this possibly be straight- 
ened out? Not for my benefit, but for the 
knowledge of others who might not be so ob- 
servant. B. J. Chambers 

Yonkers, N. Y. 
Editor’s Note: This was our error. We apolo- 
gize. 
MARIJUANA MADNESS 

I’ve just finished reading “Marijuana Mad- 
ness” in the March issue of TAN. I certainly 
enjoyed the article; in fact, I’m a constant 
reader of TAN and seldom miss an issue. 

T. D. Dunhams, Sr. 
Chicago, Illinois 


LIKED MARILYN’S STORY 
I enjoyed reading the March issue of TAN. 
I especially liked “From Convent To Broad- 
way.” I think Marilyn tells the true facts 
about show business. Wish you would write 
more stories like hers in your future issues. 
W. M. Foster 
Phoenix, II. 


“WHY DOWN WHITE WOMEN?” 


I have just finished reading your March 
issue of TAN. May I please voice an opinion 
concerning a letter from Centon A. Hendricks, 
of Chicago. The letter stated Negro men are 
weak for white women. 

Myself, I am a white woman married to a 
Negro and my husband isn’t weak in any 
way. I have a lot of friends who would give 
Centon Hendricks a good argument. Why down 
white women for what one has done? After 
all, color is only skin deep. 

A Faithful Reader 
Canton, Ohio 


DISAGREES WITH MEERES 


I have been a reader of your magazine for a 
good number of years and have always enjoyed 
it to the highest. Once in a while I get a little 
peeved, but it always passes, but this story by 
Miss Meeres sort of gets me. 

You see, I am a Bahamian and anything per- 
taining to that country impresses me immense- 
ly. While I read of their triumphs and suc- 
cesses, I also share their disappointments. 

I have lived in Nassau a very long time, and 
I haven’t found that we have such “rigid lines 
separating the population” as she puts it. Being 
a descent herself, I don’t know why she would 
try to belittle her own background by making 
such disparaging remarks. All over the world 
there is a social separation of some kind. We’re 
thankful we are not lawfully segregated. 

Speaking of “Native section,” Nassau is more 
Negro than white, so we live all over the place, 
East, West, South and North. We have Negroes 
on Bay Street, and that’s Nassau’s Park Av- 
enue. 

I’ve written this because my family is made 
up of all grades of complexion and as a true 
Nassau feels. My remarks are all of Bahamian 
conception. Miriam Butler 

Miami, Florida 


“LIED FOR BABY” 
After reading the March issue of TAN, I 
thought perhaps I’d drop off this note. 
I certainly enjoyed this issue, and particu- 


larly “I Lied For My Baby” and “Dangerous 
Neighbor.” They were both terrific stories. 

Mrs. L. H, 

Decatur, Ill, 


HE WANTS A CHANGE 
My buddy and I have just finished reading 
the March issue of TAN. The stories were 
okay, but we have a complaint to make. 
Everytime we pick up one of your magazines, 
you have stories by Eartha Kitt or Sugar Ray, 
Are they the only people in the world to write 
features on? A change would be nice! 
A/1c Douglas Massey 
New York, N. Y, 


“HELL DIG” 

I’ve been a regular reader of TAN and 
think it’s the most fascinating book in its field, 
I have read quite a few romance magazines, but 
TAN really takes my fancy. 

I purchase one monthly. I enjoy it so well, 
I finish it the first day and count the days until 
the next issue comes out—you see, I’ve got it 
bad! 

Keep up the good work and I'll be digging 


them permanently. 
John Walter Douglas 
Meridianville, Ala. 


COOL IS GONE 
I read TAN each month and really think its 
a great book. I have been reading Dan Burley’s 
“Cool Talk” and think its really “gone.” I had 
his “Handbook of Harlem Jive” while in the 
army, but during my travels, it was lost. I miss 
it terribly, but am somewhat compensated with 
reading “Cool Talk.” 

Keep up the good work! 
Edward Henderson 
Richmond, Va. 


PEN PALS 


You are quite a treasure! Thanks for the 
wonderful contact I have made as a result of 
your efforts in connection with Pen Pals. 

Thanks again for your interest. 

Veronica Green 
Port of Spain, B.W.1. 


THANKFUL FOR MOTHER 

Your TAN Magazine is “Crazy.” I especially 
went for the feature “I’m Thankful For 
Mother.” I can truthfully say I’m really thank- 
ful for my mother. 

By the way, thanks for the Pen Pal. I have 
found a sincere and honest mate. Best wishes 
for much success. & 

Louisville, Ky. 


STORY OF VIRGIN 

I’m a public school teacher. I have to edu- 
cate and be educated. I read TAN every month 
and think your stories are marvelous. 

I was particularly impressed with the story 
in the April issue, “Does It Pay To Be A Vir- 
gin?” I think it is an enlightening story on sex 
education. 

In teaching children everyday, I know the 
need of sex education among our children. You 
couldn’t have published a better story. Most of 
them lack the knowledge of sex education. | 
feel that those who read this story will agree 
that it is a problem existing among our chi 
dren today. Sex has been a hush-hush problem 
here in the South much too long. 

C. Ward 


New Orleans, La. 
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By 


James Goodrich 


 hpeeote CARTER, the alto sax stylist, 


maintains a high standard of qual- 
ity on recordings which few popular 
artists can measure up to these days. 
Recorded now for Clef and Norgran, the 
Norman Granz labels, the veteran, sweet- 
sounding instrumentalist plays with im- 
peccable taste on every thing he waxes 
and never stoops to trite material as do 
many of his contemporaries in making 
records. Result: any Carter recording is 
a good bet for good jazz. 

Benny’s most recent releases were re- 
corded in both small band and big band 
settings. In either, he sounds great, dem- 
onstrating that he is a versatile as well 
as tasteful musician. His releases are 


For 


available now mostly in albums. 













Norgran he has two packages (The Ur- 
bane Mr. Carter and The Formidable 
Benny Carter), for Clef one (Benny 
Carter: Cosmopolite) . 

Carter selects and arranges all the 
sides he records, also usually conducts 
the supporting band around his solos. 
What he has recorded for the Granz la- 
bels to date is worth hearing over and 
over again. 

During this present period of a gim- 
mick craze in the record business, Benny 
may not ever come up with a million- 
sales release but he should not worry. 
He can at least be satisfied that he is 
producing things which will live long 
after most of the fads currently favored 


in popular (Continued on Page 40) 





Amazing New! 


YOUNG FORM BRA 


Smooths Away ‘‘Spare Tire’ Roll! 


Have you had the common bra problem— 
comfort but not support . . . or fit, but not 
comfort? Then here is the “bra” for you! 
Proper fit, correct support, complete com- 
fort and a lovely bosom line—all in one 
brassiere and at a remarkably low price. 
Fine Detail + DIAPHRAGM CONTROL 
Smooth, fine long-wearing broadcloth, with 
wonderful under-bosom support and “it” 
in the semi-circular bands stitched inside 
the bottom half of the cups. A center panel 
with the same unusual stitched bands pro- 
vides and maintains correct 
separation. A marvelous elastic 
band comfortably firms and 
\;smooths away a “spare-tire” 
roll. It fastens at the side, just 
the way you want it, with an 
adjustable closing. Beautifully 
made, with dainty, flirty lace 
og around; re w shoulders. Bust 
sizes 34-56. Cups B 
You risk nothing. Order ‘today. Wear your 
“Young Form” Bra for 10 days. If you are 
not — delighted just return it for a 
refund. Bust ~~ _ $2.98. 
9 



























35 Wilbur ST. Lynbrook WY 

Send me my ‘“‘Young Form" bra by return mail. 

if t am not 100% delighted after 10 oe, FREE 

TRIAL | may retura it for prompt refund of the 

full purchase price. 

How many........ Bust size. a 
Send C.0.D. 1 will 

a- 60.8. 2 L= oy postman on delivery 
{ enclose payment. The S. J. Wegma: on 

a. postage. Same money-back guara +4. :. 

































One marriage relations expert lists six classifications 


£ 

of straying mates. The worst--lilce the man shown 
here—is completely unscrupulous: he plays and ‘ 
doesn't care who knows it, including his wife. ' 





a 1 \ WRAAAAAAAWAANAS 


Le 


i |. \\ WAN 


Some experts Say that a 


q Ti ites alone is being naive. 


NE WOMAN’S pre-marital advice to 
her daughter was this: “No man’s a 
saint “til he’s dead—and most likely not 
then.” Perhaps this mother was unduly 


) cynical, but her motive was the best. She 
/ was trying to prepare the young bride-to- 
t be for a harsh fact of married life in our 
© generation—infidelity is not only on the 


increase, but is well on the way toward 
becoming an accepted pattern of social 
behavior. 

The Kinsey Report on American males 
found that at least half of all married 
men interviewed had cheated on their 
wives at one time or another. There are 
those who protest that the noted sex ex- 
pert’s figures on this count are much too 
high, but a glance at current newspaper 
stories involving domestic troubles tends 
to support Dr. Kinsey’s contention. 

A New England housewife recently 
was shocked to read in the local news- 
paper that she had just given birth to a 
bouncing baby boy. Suspicious, she went 
to the police, who investigated and dis- 


Others say th 


faithful to their wives- 


covered that the complainant’s husband 
had registered a pregnant 19-year-old 
woman as his wife at a hospital, where 
she bore the child. Said the husband aft- 
er his arrest, “I never knew my wife 
read the birth notices.” 

Accepting the Kinsey Report as the 
most accurate estimate available, 50 per 
cent of all married men can—and do— 
respect their wedding vows. What about 
the other 50 per cent? Obviously, not 
all of them carry off extra-marital affairs 
as boldly as the husband in the case just 
cited. And while there are instances on 
record where men have for years main- 
tained two or more “wives,” and even 
separate families, the majority get in- 
volved in spur-of-the-moment, short- 
lived affairs. 

Says the Kinsey Report: “For most 
males, at every social level, extra-marital 
intercourse is usually sporadic, occurring 
on an occasion or two with this female, 
a few times with the next partner, not 
happening again for some months or a 


woman who be 


at most me 


lieves a man belongs 


n are 


Who is right 4 


year or two, but then occurring several 
times or every night for a week or even 
for a month or more, after which that 
particular affair is abruptly stopped . . .” 

Contrary to what might be expected, 
infidelity is not the major cause for to- 
day’s alarmingly high rate of divorce. 
In New York State, for instance, the rec- 
ord shows that in every divorce granted, 
one or the other of the couple is guilty of 
adultery. That is because only one 
grounds for dissolving a marriage is 
legally recognized. As a result, there are 
instances when one partner—usually the 
“chivalrous” male—agrees to furnish 
grounds for divorce by allowing himself 
to be “caught” in an adulterous position, 
even though some totally unrelated fac- 
tor was the real cause of the breakup. 

In other states, more socially accept- 
able reasons are advanced. Approxi- 
mately nine out of 10 U. S. divorces are 
obtained on one or more of the following 
grounds: cruelty, desertion, adultery, 
neglect to pro- (Continued on Page 20) 


SMAN BE FAITHFUL? 





TAN is a very interesting and fine maga- 
zine. I have noticed quite a few changes in 
the past issues, one being the Pen Pal section. 
I go for that! 

I would like to correspond with both male 
and female and promise to answer all letters. 

Best wishes for continued success, and with 
high hopes of receiving mail soon, I am 

Loretta Smith 
3875-13th Street 
Ecorse, Mich. 


I’m a frequent reader of TAN and think it 
is great. 

I would like very much to correspond with 
some nice young man between the ages of 22 
and 26, about 6 feet tall. Looks, since I am 
in between and a light brown complexion, 
hazel eyes, black hair, I would like him to be 
in between in looks. Color and hair don’t 
really matter. 

Miss Mary Browssard 
320 Gilman Road 
Lafayette, La. 


I have enjoyed reading TAN Magazine over 
a period of years. I think the Pen Pal column 
is a wonderful addition. 

I’m in the Army now. I work as a technician 
in a hospital. I would like very much to 
spend my lonely hours corresponding with 
other young people. 

Pvt. Wesley Dickerson 
Det. AMEDS, USAH 
Fort Carson, Colo. 


A Southern Gentleman Wanted! He must 
be religiously inclined and desire to share his 
very own with the right love. He must have 
the ability to accomplish his goal. He must 
be over 5’ 11”, between the ages of 25-30 and 
have a yearning just as that of mine which 
has been stated. 

I’ve looked all around myself, but can’t seem 
to find him. “Good things come to those who 
wait,” so they say, but I’ve waited and nothing’s 
happened. So, now I’m writing and looking 
for an answer from him. I should know when 
he says the right words, shouldn’t I?? 

Joyclen Pope 
2565 B East 43rd Street 
Cleveland, Ohio 


First, I would like to say how much I en- 
joyed the March issue of TAN. 

Secondly, I would like very much to become 
a Pen Pal with some nice young servicemen 
in America and Korea. I would like to write 
someone between the ages of 22-25. I’m 22- 


years-old. 
Phoebe Evans 
2913 Central 
Detroit, Mich. 


1 am a West Indian Negro, who, though 
having no particular attribute, am a most 
ardent admirer of successful Negroes and those 
individuals or organizations who help them to 
attain recognition. 
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PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


I have a natural tendency to attach myself 
to fellow Negroes, but unfortunately have not 
been able to contact many Americans. I would 
therefore be obliged if you could give my 
name and address to those who would like to 
correspond with me on any or all of the fol- 
lowing subjects: The Negro (past and pres- 
ent), Social Welfare, Race Relation, Travel. 
Stamps, Journalism, Photography, Electrical 
Engineering. 

I would like my pen friends to be genuine, 
sober and ambitious. I promise quick personal 


response to all letters. 
Arthur N. Vaughan 
96 Albert Road 
London N. W. 6 
England 


We are two young women with the desire 
to travel to many of the world’s interesting 
places. Unfortunately we are shy of the dol- 
lars. Therefore, since it is quite unlikely that 
we shall do much, if any, traveling in the near 
future, it would be interesting to correspond 
with people here in the States and abroad. 

If you would print this letter in one of your 
future issues, I am sure any number of people 
the world over will see it and perhaps write us. 

Last, but not least, we wish to compliment 
you for producing such a noteworthy periodi- 
cal. We, as countless others, have acquired 
valuable knowledge on many topics. Keep up 
the excellent work. 

Misses Dorothy Moss and Geraldine Halsey 

Rockefeller Hospital 

66th Street and York Avenue 

New York, N. Y. 

P. S. The address on this letter may give a 
false impression that we are patients here at 
Rockefeller but we work as well as live here. 


I find TAN very interesting—so much so | 
am going to make sure I don’t miss one by 
having them sent to me each month. 

I would like very much to have Pen Pals 
from all over the world—especially the ones 
that would like to swap items from their coun- 
try for some of mine. I promise to mail all 
my letters by air mail. 

Thank you very much and keep up the 
good work in publishing good reading for 


young and old. 
V. Moore 


419 Sumner Avenue 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


This is my first time in trying to write you 
about the wonderful TAN Magazine that you 
are publishing. 

It is a most interesting magazine and I| look 
forward to reading it every month. Continue 
to write such enjoyable stories as you have 
been publishing. 

I am interested in Pen Pals and particularly 
some serviceman that I could send TAN to. 
will answer all mail received. I have written 
some of the readers who have asked for Pen 
Pals and have not received any answers from 
any of them. 


I am interested in hearing from readers of 
TAN—-servicemen and civilians. Continue to 
put out TAN. It really publishes stories tha 
are worth reading and it is a book that stands 
Number One on my book reading list. 

(Miss) Dollie M. Lumpkins 
1122-33rd Street 
Newport News, Va, 


I am interested in Pen Pals in Liberia, Ethi- 
opia, Cuba, Puerto Rico, Canada, South Amer. 


ica and England. 
Carmin S. Hawk 
1971 Crocker 
Flint, Mich. 


I read TAN and think it is wonderful. Will 
you please publish this note. 

I’m a Negro girl, 5 feet 4 inches tall, weigh 
126 pounds. I would like to have Pen Pak, 
The town where I live is small and I get very 
lonely. I’m 14 years old and a member of the 
Church of God In Christ. 

Jerry L. James 
General Delivery 
Grandfield, Okla. 


I am a constant reader of TAN Magazine 
and love reading it. 

I would like to have Pen Pals, both male 
and female, from all over the world—especially 
Mexico, Germany and Hawaii. I am 36 years 
old, 5 feet, 2 inches tall, am considered good 
looking. Please write to a lonely girl. 

Evalina Allyson 
1275 East 115th Street, Apt. | 
Cleveland, Ohio 


This letter is in regard to my finding 4 
Pen-Pal through your magazine. I am a con 
stant reader of your magazines, and often read | 
that a lot of friends have been made that way, 
and I am hoping the same will hold true for 
me, too. 

I am a Government employee who still 
finds herself with a lot of free time on her | 
hands after duty hours, despite the fact tha | 
I have a five-year-old son to care for. Yes | 
I am a divorcee also. 

I don’t smoke nor drink, and my son and! 
usually go to the movies twice a week but 
then there are five other evenings of idleness, 
since we don’t do a lot of visiting or receive 
same. Preferring to enjoy each other’s com 
pany only, as I am away at work most of the | 
day. 
I am hoping there might be some lonely 
person somewhere that we could share ou 
free time with through the mail: maybe some 
service man on an Island or stationed in som 
far-flung corner of the earth, who might enjoy 
a letter from the States. 

I would prefer corresponding with a ma 
between the ages of 27 and 35. 
Thanking you in advance 

attention to this letter. 


for your kind 


LA 
Washington, D. ¢ 




























is 


to make 
eep the 


n readers of F 


Continue to 
stories that 
: that stands 
g list. 

- Lumpkins 
-33rd Street 


t News, Va, 


iberia, Ethi. 
South Amer. 


n S. Hawk § 


71 Crocker 
Flint, Mich. 


lerful. Wil 


tall, weigh 
> Pen Pals, 
1 I get very 
mber of the 


y L. James 
ral Delivery 
field, Okla 


1 Magazine 


both male 
—especially 
m 36 years 
dered good 
girl. 

na Allyson 
set, Apt. | 
land, Ohio 


finding 4 


am a con © 


often read 


e that way, | 


Id true for 





who still 
me on her 
> fact that 
for. Yes, 


son and | 


week but 


f idleness, | 
or receive 


her’s com 
nost of the 


me lonely 
share ou 
aybe some 
-d in some 
‘ight enjoy 








By Gerri Major 
EAR GERRI: 


Your answer 
question may decide whether or not | 
marry Mabel to whom I have been en- 
gaged for eight months. Last week I 
took her to meet my mother, and to my 
embarrassment, Mabel didn’t stand up 
to meet her, just sat and let Mother 
come over and shake her hand. When 
I spoke to Mabel about this lack of cour- 
tesy, she bawled me out, said a lady 
never stands to accept an introduction. 
Gerri, is she right? 


to the following 


John Sinclair 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 
Dear John: 

Don’t feel too unkindly toward Mabel. 

I’m sure she wanted to make the best 
possible impression on your mother, but 
unfortunately remembered only part of 
the rule of etiquette governing introduc- 
tions. In her effort to follow the rule by 
rote, she overlooked the basis of all so- 
cial usage—graciousness and friendli- 
ness. 
If Mabel had followed the dictates of 
her heart, she would have stood up and 
stepped forward to meet your mother— 
the natural and friendly thing to do. 
According to established conduct, she 
would have been correct, too, for a 
young woman rises when presented to 
an older one. But a woman does NOT 
stand when introduced to a younger 
woman, one of her contemporaries, or 
a man. 

The best rule to remember is that all 
tules have exceptions, and rules of eti- 
quette especially are elastic. 








There’s a special reason why just 
a touch of Dixie Peach makes your 
hair so much more naturally 
attractive . . . so soft, so smooth, 
so fragrant. 

You don’t have to “load” your 
hair when you use this “rich” hair 
dressing pomade. A little does 

a lot to keep your hair 
lovely all day long - never 
greasy or hard-looking. 
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BE SURE WITH A LIGHT, CLEAR COMPLEXION! 


Whether he loves you . . . or loves 
you not... may depend on whether 
your complexion is light and lovely 

. . or dark and dull. But why give 
in to an unattractive skin when it’s 
so easy to improve it? 

Just one jar of NADINOLA Bleach- 
ing Cream will prove to you what 
millions have long known about the 
clearing action of NADINOLA Cream. 
Get NaApDINOLA today at your drug 
or toilet counter. See how it gives 
your skin a lighter, brighter, health- 
ier appearance. Feel the thrill of 
knowing you look your best, as 
masculine eyes follow you, and fem- 


FOR OILY SKIN 

New Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream is non- 
oily, greaseless. Lightens 
skin and lessens shine at 
the same time. Two sizes, 
T5e and $1.25 





FOR DRY SKIN 

The original, ever-famous 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream is 
enriched with fine cosmetic oils 
to relieve dryness. 75c and $1.10 


* 






































inine voices say, ‘‘What a lucky girl 
—to have such a complexion!”’ 


NADINOLA works so surely, that 
results are guaranteed from just one 
jar. Let its famous action lighten 
your complexion, loosen blackheads, 
make your skin feel softer and 
smoother, as it makes you look 
younger and lovelier. There are two 
kinds of NApINOLA—one for oily 
skin, the other for dry skin. Both 
have the same fast bleaching and 
clearing effect. Both are guaranteed 
to satisfy you completely, or your 
money back. Get NADINOLA right 
away! NaDINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar of Nadinola 
will make your complexion 
lighter, brighter and lovelier. 
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Cool Talk 


(Continued from Page 11) 









the kids on the stroll.” 

“And I'll flail a wail on my claring 
after I blow me a cigaret,” spieled the 
other who just could be his brother. 

“Then you chicks can cool it while we 
two rule it, cause we’re digging all clowns, 
we mean, those without frowns, to march 
with the elephants and kangaroos and to 
go with the Cat That Never Mews. We'll 
get all the boppers to wear their gay top. 

pers. The chicks—we want six—will do 
all the tricks, though some might freeze 
on the flying trapeze. For the fan who , 
wants to relax, we’ll have Jacquet on tenor 
sax. For those who might doze, we'll bring 
in the Prez wearing a bright red fez. We'll 
see that it jumps like a camel’s humps. 
On the box we’ll put Bud or perhaps an. 
other cool stud. And we'll keep Ol’ Dizy 
busy blowing his riffs and flatted fifths.” 

“Crazy man,” said the chick named Jan. 
“You'll knock us out without a doubt.” 

“And we'll have some Creatures From 
The Black Lagoons to go with the candy 
and balloons,” whaled the other stud, the 
thrill of adventure in his blood. 

“And we'll have all kinds of wines and 
some straight cats in vines,” said the first 
after the other’s bit of verse. “There'll be 
lots of apes wearing evening capes anda 
snake on the make; plenty of worms and 
pachyderms, squares and some mares and 
some barefoot boys dancing to the noise.” 

Then they went out to cap Ringling. 

Little Joe Bop perched on the elephant 
with one hop, while Deuce the Goose 
took a tech and climbed up on the camel’: 
neck. Four or five cats led by Victor, gave 
a free ride to the boa constrictor. One 
stud got juiced and played the flunky, to 
a very surprised old Brazilian monkey. 
The Fat Woman, in a fuss, got real def- 
ant, she rode a cage and igged the giant. 
And they had some chicks, some real fine 
broads, not the kind you know are frauds. 
And there were freaks, some with beaks, 
and some others better known as geeks. 

Before the parade got down the block, 
the squares in the windows got a big 
shock. A real cool One with his flit gun 
began to shoot at every zoot. The circus 
stopped dead in its tracks as though the 
street were full of tacks. The band goofed 
off when ol’ Diz coughed then a brace of 
cools broke all the rules and punched with 
left and whaled with right in a Chicago 
good time “Kitchenette” fight. 

Now Willie Cool, high on his stool, was 
whaling the hides from all the sides, and 
from his stash his grims could mash the 
din and rattle of the uproarious battle. 
With his good right grabber he beat out a 
jabber that sounded the studs putting it 
down for the pair of cool buds. 

“Get hep, Shep,” said one to the other 
(there were some who said it was his 
brother). “I don’t think that we can wink 
away this crazy music stink. These cals 
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are whaling, man, they’re flailing, and I 
believe the mad mumble of this wild rum- 
ble will call the cops to mop these bops.” 

“Yeah, flashed the other,” (I mean his 
brother.) “One or two of the boys in blue 
will dull this lull with well-whipped heads 
needing white-togged meds. So, you can 
cop I’m for a stop, although I feel it in 
my blood to turn this strut into a dud. 
These little girls, their moss in curls, will 
have to stash while we cool this crazy 
bash. But as we leave, they’ll surely grieve 
and swear we came here just to deceive. 
They'll say our claim to future fame is 
based on jive from fifty-five.” 

“Crazy, man, crazy,” spieled his pal, one 
eye lamping a real gone gal. “They just 
don’t dig our kind of rig since we come 
from yonder far-off Mars and didn’t show 
up in our new space cars. So let us add 
to this confusion and help it on with more 
delusion. Let’s hip the snake—that boa 
constrictor—carried by those cats named 
Victor. Let’s make him mad enough to 
bite em, treat him rough so he will fight 
’em. Pour the elephant a bucket of pop 
and maybe he’ll shake off Little Joe Bop. 
Slip the giraffe a shot of juice. That’s 
how he can shake old Deuce the Goose. 
Let the lion start up a great big racket 
and I’m sure it'll drown out the mighty 
Jacquet. Start a spin with some rock’n’roll 
then let’s modulate to Nat (King) Cole. 
Make it wild like Geronimo with plenty of 
noise by Fats Domino. Play the blues by 
Eddie Baron and the deal will be cool like 
a baldy with hair on.” 

“Yeah,” said his chum, chewing some 
gum. “I figure the time is now ripe for us 
to drop our atomic hype. Look. The spell 
has just begun its works. Let’s lay back 
and dig these jerks. The deal is down 
from pillar to post, and Jim, I dig this 
scene the most. Dig that cool and frantic 
monkey. He’s really upsetting that beat up 
junky. And pick up on that crazy rhino; 
that Mogen-David made him a wino. And, 
Jim, latch on to that hopped up shepherd; 
he thinks it’s a sheep, but man, it’s a 
leopard! And did you dig that chick with 
moss that thick? Killing herself cooling 
on a pogo stick.” 

Just about then they pulled the raid on 
this crazy bopster’s parade. The studs got 
cool and copped their fade. They left old 
Boptown in a perfect panic as they played 
the changes to the inorganic. Now safely 
back in the year, 99, and stashed in a pad 
drinking mulberry wine, they oft recall the 
frantic ball, dug by thousands plus many 
others, when the bop cats capped the 
Ringling Brothers. The studs are plan- 
ning another visit to dig the latest oobee- 
doo what-is-it. But that trip, man, must 
be deferred; the Cool School, Jim, has 
lost The Bird! 
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Can A Man Be Faithful? 


(Continued from Page 15) 


vide, drunkenness. Noted legal critic Mor- 
ris L. Ernst states that the real marital dif- 
ficulty is rarely mentioned in court, and 
often the divorcing couple are not aware 
of it themselves. 

The apparent reluctance to cite adultery 
as grounds for divorce may, on the other 
hand, indicate that the average couple is 
willing to “forgive and forget” when it 
comes to infidelity. If so, they are in accord 
with one of the “Ten Commandments for 
Happy Marriage” drawn up by Harlem’s 
Congressman-minister, Adam Clayton Pow- 
ell, Jr. 

Rev. Powell’s fourth “commandment” 
cautions, “never break up because of one 
mistake made regardless of how serious 
that mistake may be . . . Now regardless 
of what mistake is made by either mate— 
here, I am going to shock you—I include 
adultery, do not use a single mistake to 
break up a marriage. If this is repeated— 
yes; but even then I caution: if there is a 
willingness on the part of both to continue, 
then both of you should go to your minister, 
to a marriage clinic, or to a mental hygiene 
clinic and sit down and find out just what 
the sickness is. No two people who are in 
love, married, and want to continue mar- 
riage are going to commit adultery more 
than once unless there is some form of 
mental illness . . 

“Nobody is perfect. The first time you 
meet a person who says he (or she) is per- 
fect, pure, and without sin, you have met 
either the biggest liar in the world or you 
have been the first witness to the second 
coming of Jesus.” 

In the face of all the temptations and 
considering all the weaknesses that male 
flesh is heir to, can a man be faithful? 

“Yes, he can be!” is the positive opinion 
of Chi Chi, exotic dancer featured at 
Brooklyn’s Club Baby Grand, New Town 
Tavern in Delair, N. J., and the French 
Casino and Savoy in Montreal. “With the 
right woman beside him a man can do any- 
thing. If he has true companionship there’s 
no danger of him straying,” adds the pop- 
ular entertainer, whose voluptuous curves 
are enough to make any man’s eyes wander. 

The same kind of faith is expressed by 
Mrs. Arthur Prysock, wife of the handsome 
blues singer. Keenly aware of how attrac- 
tive to other women her husband is, she 
says, “I have found out how to be relaxed 
also about the many female admirers who 
crowd Arthur’s dressing room and give 
him that ‘you great big beautiful man’ 
stare. To a certain extent, it makes me feel 
awfully proud to know that he can inspire 
that kind of feeling in so many members of 
my sex.” She confides that she does keep 
busy with her home and her child, does not 
fret while the singing star is on tour for 
nine months of the year. “As long as I’m 
the girl he wants to come back home to, I 
don’t mind Arthur’s being the center of 
attraction in a group of cooing female fans. 
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Fact is,” she adds, “it rather makes me feel 
I had good taste when I said I'd marry 
him.” 

If some men in show business find it hard 
to remain faithful, it must be conceded 
that there are plenty of glamour-struck 
women who deliberately thrust temptation 
upon them. Sonny Til of the Orioles tells 
of one pretty teen-ager who declared her 
love for him, and when he refused to take 
her along, hitch-hiked several hundred 
miles to the next city where the group was 
appearing. She showed up at the dance 
hall and fainted dead away while listening 
to her idol sing. Ten minutes later, when 
she regained consciousness in a dressing 
room, the girl attempted suicide by slash- 
ing her wrists. 

However, there are men who cheat on 
their wives at the slightest opportunity. 
One marriage relations expert has noted 
six classifications of straying mates. They 
are men who: 1) are indifferent toward 
their marriage, 2) discontented at home, 
3) unscrupulous in business and personal 
affairs, 4) evasive with their wives about 
other women they meet, 5) with little sex- 
ual experience before marriage, and 6) are 
tense and troubled about sex and the pass- 
ing of youth. 

Bandleader Louis Jordan has some in- 
teresting observations on the reasons why 
some men fall into categories 1 and 2. It’s 
mainly the wife’s fault, claims the thrice- 
married recording star. “What’s really 
wrong with them—especially our women— 
is just that too, too few of them today 
actually know how to treat a man once they 
get him for a husband. There was a time 
when they would go along with him while 
he struggled along on $10 a week and they 
wouldn’t complain about eating beans and 
cornbread. They used to be just as sweet 
and as lovable as they could be and would 
try to do everything to make a man happy 

“But today they’re altogether different. 
They'll eat beans and cornbread for a 
while, but just as soon as their husbands 
start making money they start suffering 
from all kinds of afflictions. They forget 
that he wants to feel that same love they 
had when he was making only $10 a week. 
They forget that he wants a little attention 
and affection, somebody to kiss him when 
he comes home tired from work, somebody 
to have his slippers ready, or his favorite 
meal fixed. That’s why he comes home— 
because he wants to feel that his woman is 
there waiting for him, eager to make him 
happy. And when he doesn’t find that— 
brother, beware!” 


N THE BASIS of his nation-wide sur- 

vey, Dr. Kinsey writes that “Most of 
the male’s extra-marital activity is undoubt- 
edly a product of his interest in a variety 
of experience. On the other hand, there is 
certainly a portion of his extra-marital in- 
tercourse which is the product of unsatis- 
factory relations with his wife. When she 
fails to be interested in sexual relations 
with her husband, when she is less inter- 
ested than he is, when she refuses to have 





intercourse as frequently as he would like 
it, when she refuses to allow the variety in 
pre-coital techniques that the male would 
like to have, or when she acceeds to such 
techniques without evidencing an interest 
equal to that of the male, she is encourag. 
ing him to find extra-marital relations.” 

Although she is by no means disillu- 
sioned because of the romantic wanderings 
of the opposite sex, songstress Dinah Wash. 
ington takes a view that clashes head on 
with that of Louis Jordan. It is her conten. 
tion that if a man is going to cheat, he’l] 
find a way to do it, with or without outside 
help. She says of one of her five husbands, 
“T found out quickly that apparently all 
Robert married me for was to drive my 
Mercury and Oldsmobile cars. When I be. 
came sick and had to leave the road, my 
father got Robert a job with a roofing con- 
cern, but Robert didn’t like that and 
wouldn’t work. He seemed to feel I had 
plenty of money for both of us. We lived 
the life of Riley in the house I owned for a 
while. Our baby, Robert Albon Grayson, 
Jr., was born that year. 

“I suspected a lot of things about Robert, 
among them that he was having himself a 
country ball chasing around wining and 
dining other women.” 

A modern approach toward the ancient 
problem is advanced by author Waverly 
Root in an article discussing “Sex and the 
Double Standard.” He points out that 
“|. . our mores permit men and women to 
follow different paths of sexual conduct be- 
cause men and women react differently to 
sexual situations,” adding, “To woman, if 
one may speak in generalizations, the phys- 
ical act is of enormous importance. To man. 
it is a detail. Thus a man may be, in the 
physical sense of the word, unfaithful to a 
woman without ever having wavered, in his 
mind, from his devotion to her. 

“But a woman who has been physically 
unfaithful to a man is obsessed with a sense 
of guilt; this establishes a psychological 
barrier between herself and her mate, a 
barrier which does not appear in the mind 
of the physically unfaithful male, whose 
conscience usually does not trouble him 
excessively though he may be apprehensive 
of being found out.” 

Root observes that “while nothing breaks 
up a marriage more surely than infidelity 
on the part of a wife, many of the happiest 
marriages I know are those in which the 
husband is—discreetly, of course—unfaith- 
ful. When the wife is unfaithful, it is prob- 
ably a sign that the marriage is already on 
the rocks. Her need to lavish her devotion 
on a single man has been rebuffed. If she 
experiments widely enough, she will find, 
sooner or later, another man to whom she 
may transfer her devotion, and the rupture 
of the first union will then become com- 
plete.” 

One staunch defender of the so-called 
“double standard”—obviously a bachelor 
—notes that his private survey reveals that 
“most husbands begin to tire of their wives 
in about ten years.” Commenting on me 
in category 5, he says, “His wife gradually 
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assumes the aspect of an obstacle between 
himself and a fuller life. This is particu- 
larly true if, as a young man, he forebore 
to sow wild oats. He now sees the period 
approaching when his sexual opportunities 
will end and he begins to regret that he has 
accepted so few of them. He has reached 
the dangerous forties and his marriage is 
in peril.” 

But the fact remains that however “dis- 
creet” a married man may be in his ro- 
mances “on the side,” embarrassment, so- 
cial ostracism and even worse can be the 
penalty when such affairs are brought to 
light. Recently, for instance, a prominent 
Detroit man was sentenced to life imprison- 
ment for the murder of his married sweet- 
heart. He claimed he shot his paramour 
during a quarrel that ensued after he 
announced he wanted to end his clandestine 
affair with her. 

In another part of the midwest, a busi- 
nessman and his woman companion, both 
married, were found dead of carbon 
monoxide fumes as their partly nude bodies 
lay cuddled in bed in the woman’s apart- 
ment. A leak in a gas heater was blamed. 
According to police, suicide was ruled out 
because the couple had carefully guarded 
their love affair. Only their accidental 
death brought it to light. 

And in Chicago, death wrote finis to a 
love tryst in a garage between a white 
woman and a Negro man. Exhaust fumes 
from the car in which they were sitting 
overcame the romantic pair, who had ap- 
parently left the motor running in order to 
heat the garage. 

But even if an illicit affair is successfully 
shielded from the public gaze, most of the 
50 per cent of faithful husbands apparently 
feel that the resulting tensions, fear of dis- 
covery, lies and deception necessary to 
carry on forbidden romance are too high a 
price to pay. 

In some social circles today it is consid- 
ered fashionable for married men to have 
mistresses and for wives to have lovers. 
According to Kinsey, “The development of 
extra-marital intercourse in the histories of 
the older males of the upper [social and 
economic] level is done with a certain de- 
liberation which in some cases may be 
acceded to and encouraged by the wife.” 
This fits in with the noted scientist’s theory 
that upper level women are more frigid 
and frustrated than their sisters in the 
lower social and economic brackets and 
are therefore only too glad when their hus- 
bands find outside interests and cease to 
make demands on them. 

After breaking his statistics down into 
groups according to social and economic 
standing, Kinsey concludes that “at lower 
social levels, where the most extra-marital 
intercourse occurs, wives rather generally 
expect their husbands to ‘step out,’ and 
some of them rather frankly admit that 
they do not object provided they do not 

rm of the specific affairs which are car- 
ried on.” 

At the opposite end of the social scale, 
Kinsey found that “cheating” “. . . much 








less often causes difficulty, because it is 
usually unknown to anyone except the two 
persons immediately involved. On occa- 
sion it does become known and causes 
marital discord and divorce. On the other 
hand, it is sometimes had with the knowl- 
edge of the other spouse who may even aid 
and encourage the arrangement. Such 
frank and open acceptance of the partner’s 
non-marital sexual relations is practically 
unknown at lower social levels, and at all 
levels is a source of astonishment to per- 
sons with strict moral codes.” 

It is in middle class groups that Kinsey 
finds extra-marital intercourse “less often 
accepted.” “While it may not involve as 
much quarreling and fighting,” he adds, “it 
often leads to divorce. How often it occurs 
without causing trouble is a matter that 
still needs to be determined.” 

Some researchers have studied the reac- 
tions of wives whose mates can’t be faith- 
ful. Type one is the woman who has 
stopped caring particularly for her hus- 
band, but whose pride is outraged at the 
thought of being turned down for another 
woman. The only reason she stays married 
is to get even with her husband for humil- 
iating her in her own eyes and in the eyes 
of her friends. 

Type two is the wrong wife whose prob- 
lem is frankly economic. No matter what 
her feelings about her mate’s unfaithful- 
ness, her children, or her inability to earn 
her own living tie her to a man she would 
willingly surrender. 

The third type is the wife who loves her 
husband in spite of all that has happened, 
who wants to recapture the love she had 
before things went wrong. In such cases, 
the experts say, the husband has not really 
changed. All that has happened is that a 
side of him, formerly hidden, has come to 
the surface. Sympathy and understanding 
are advised. Especially during the so-called 
“middle years” when a man may begin to 
doubt his virility and seek to reassure him- 
self by getting involved in a series of 
affairs. 


AN A MAN be faithful? It seems that 
no single answer will suffice. The at- 
titude of the wife toward the physical side 
of marriage is certainly an important 
factor. If she brings to the relationship a 
healthy, well-informed outlook on sex, the 
odds are that her husband is less likely to 
get “excited” by other women, no matter 
how alluring. 

A woman who is broadminded, especially 
if her husband is working with the public, 
is not likely to drive him from her into 
some other woman’s arms. Wives who are 
eaten up with jealousy very often create 
the very situation they fear by hurling un- 
fair accusations of infidelity. One woman 
harped so much on the affair she imagined 
her mate was having with her best friend 
that she actually planted the idea in his 
mind and when the two finally got together, 
wailed, “That proves I was right all along.” 

Dr. Ernest Dichter, family relations ex- 
pert, says, “My investigations indicate that 





most American women would rather know 
than not know if their husbands are un- 
faithful. That is probably a good state of 
mind, for the psychological reason that 
knowing about unfaithfulness makes pos- 
sible understanding of it, and understand- 
ing leads to proper actions which can save 
many marriages.” 

It would be a tragic mistake, and patently 
unfair, however, to lay the entire burden of 
keeping marriage vows and holding the 
union together on the shoulders of women. 
A man who suffers from basic insecurity 
may try to “prove” himself by flitting from 
one romance to another, even though he has 
the most understanding wife in the world. 
The help such a person needs can only 
come from trained professionals. 

The experts agree that faithful husbands 
—and there are some; at least 50 per cent 
of all married males, and most likely an 
even higher ratio—have attributes which a 
wife or bride-to-be can readily determine. 
Such men are 1) in love with and respect- 
ful towards their wives; 2) obviously con- 
tented at home; 3) men owning a strong 
conscience and practicing fair play; 4) 
candid with their wives about women they 
meet on the outside; 5) sexually experi- 
enced before marriage; 6) possessing a 
strong sense of humor and the ability to 
laugh at themselves. 

Finding all these qualities in one man 
may be difficult, but any one of them is 
enough to keep a husband on “the straight 
and narrow.” If, in spite of all she can do 
a wife finds herself burdened with an un- 
faithful husband, she might take comfort 
in the observation of one writer, who be- 
lieves that, “Logically, a woman should be 
more flattered than angered that her hus- 
band is attractive to other women, success- 
ful with them and still prefers her. What 
value should be put on the approval of a 
man who has known the merits of no other 
woman? What does he know of England 
who only England knows? The approval 
of a connoisseur should be more highly 
prized than that of an ignoramus.” 

THE END 
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fusical genius Phil Moore displays two of his great talents in 
e pictures above and below. Above, he coaches singer Anita 
Below, donning glasses, he composes a serious work. 


A great pianist, Moore plays one of his compositions while Danny 
Kessler and singer Helene Dixon, one of his protégés, listen. Moore 
once wrote a Christmas song called “Chincy Old Scrooge.” 


THE STAR 


arren. 


B EHIND THE SUCCESS of many of 
America’s most outstanding theatri- 
cal stars stands a man famed Phil 


pianist at 12, a jazz player 
ata Portland night club. The job round- 
ed out the basics of his musical educa- 
tion. Finesse he gained at the University 
of Washington, where he also played 
football. 

One of the nation’s, most creative 
minds, Moore became a $ 
Metro-Goldwyn-Maye®™ 
lege. Later he wrote “Shoo 
which sold two million records, formed 
his own jazz group (the Phil Moore 





e Danny Taking a break backstage, Moore talks musical shop with Lena A recent Phil Moore protégé is Leda Amesa. Although Phil is 
| Horne, one of his discoveries. Among others he has coached are as conscious as anyone of the value of sex appeal, he advises: “A 
Joyce Bryant, Ava Gardner, and Marilyn Monroe. wiggle, a dimple or a plunging neckline won’t do it.” 


MAKER 


; 


Four). Perhaps Moore’s greatest singu- 
i 
i 


— lar achievement was his writing of the 
, o ‘a music, lyrics, and comedy for a one-hour 


Broadway show. But he is probably 
known best as the man who showed 
Marilyn Monroe how to sing. 

Despite his success, Moore is amiable, 
always Seeking to improve himself. He 
is still studying the intricacies of the 
piano in a never-ending effort to give his 
fascinating musical ideas greater expres- 
sion. One of his major interests has been 
—and is—what he calls “more subtle 
jazz,” which isn’t exactly the cool kind 
nor the hotcha kind. 

“Music,” says Moore, “is either static 
or progressive. If it’s the first, it’s gen- 
erally commercial, but it is short-lived. 
If it’s progressive, it’s generally ba? 
hard to sell. It seems to me that 
the only way to be progressive 
and still eat is to take something 
acceptable and build on it.” 
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Baby,” Dorothy Dandridge, another Phil Moore dis- 
formed covery, tries for the “sound” that counts in 


Moore rehearsal while he listens. 
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beauticians do! Right 
in your home! Presses 
out ugly crimps, kinks 

. coats hair with spe- 
cial lubricating oils. Re- 
sists dampness, perspi- 
ration! Straightens hair 
for longer, more femi- 
nine, easier-to-style new 
curls, waves. Contains 
precious lanolin and 
pure olive oil—no stiff 
oils or heavy beeswax, 
no offensive perfumes! 
Gives hair lustrous 
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KNOW ABOUT 


WHAT EVERY WOMAN SHOULD 


MISCARRIAGE 


By 


Dr. Julian Lewis (Author of “The Biology of the Negro”) 





Facts of pregnancy are explained to Lincoln (Mo.) University students by Dr. R. C. 
Minor. Teaching popular course in The Modern Family, Dr. Minor uses visual aid called 


the Birth Atlas. 


A NEWLY MARRIED young couple 
found the culmination of their love 
for each other when the bride discovered 
that she would be a mother. Providence 
had ignited a spark within her body that 
was destined to be a human being. To 
them the event symbolized the fusion of 
their souls as well as their bodies to 
create a being that was of them both. 
The projected baby became the center of 
their dreams, the means by which they 
could at last realize their frustrated 
hopes. Like all first parents they made 
absurd predictions and impractical plans 
for their child as they watched its day by 
day growth through her enlarging stom- 
ach. They would recall in later life that at 
no time were they more blissfully happy. 

The young lady was aware of an in- 
creased vitality. She was- perfectly 
healthy. She did her many household 


chores without effort, yet she found time 


for the afternoon period of rest pre 
scribed by her doctor. Then came one | 
morning when she awakened not feeling | 
so well. She remained in bed hoping the 
feeling would pass off. Instead it became 
worse. Then she began to bleed. Her 
doctor came, placed ice-packs on her 
abdomen, gave her a strong sedative, and 
issued strict orders to remain in bed. [n 
spite of this the bleeding continued and 
even increased. The doctor made an ex 
amination and gravely announced that 
something else beside blood had passed. 
In fact she had aborted. All the dreams 
and the plans of the young people had 
come to an end. 

This happens much more frequently 
than it should. Doctors have diligently 
studied the causes of miscarriages. They f 
have found many things that can caus 
them but there are as yet many miscat: 
riages that they are unable to under 
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stand. On the basis of what they know 
some can be prevented but many times 
they are unpredictable, wholly unexpect- 
ed, and entirely accidental. 

Miscarriages can arise either from 
some abnormal condition of the mother 
or from a defect of the baby. To under- 
stand what can happen one must know 
the events that take place in an ordinary 
pregnancy. The so-called generative or- 
gans of the female include the ovaries, 
the fallopian tubes, the uterus, and the 
vagina. The ovaries are a pair of glands 
that lie in the pelvis. Each month they 
produce an egg, or more correctly, an 


ovum. 
This ovum breaks through the outer 


shell of an ovary and for a short while 
lies free in the pelvic cavity. The fallo- 
pian tubes, as the name implies, are 
tubular structures, one end of which is 
connected with and leads into the uterus. 
The other end of each is flared to a horn- 
like opening that lies very near the 
ovary. The newly discharged ovum finds 
its way into the enlarged opening and 
moves through the tube into the uterus. 
This happens every month several days 
before the monthly menstruation. Or- 
dinarily the monthly discharged ovum 
reaches the uterus and then dies. How- 
ever, if intercourse has taken place at the 
proper time there is another fate of the 
ovum. Spermatozoa from the male de- 
posited in the vagina at intercourse find 
their way into the uterus, a pear-shaped 
thick walled sac-like organ, and from the 
uterus into the fallopian tube where they 
meet the ovum. A single sperm enters 
the ovum, fertilizes it, and the first step 
to the formation of a new person begins. 
The fertilized ovum passes into the 
uterus and becomes attached to its inner 
wall. A large disc shaped mass of tissue 
called the placenta develops at this site. 
It has large blood vessels and in its cen- 
ter is a long cord that reaches to the 
baby. This cord, the umbilical cord, car- 
ries blood back and forth between the 
placenta and the baby. Along the edges 
of the placenta is attached a sac filled 
with water-like fluid. This sac is where 
the baby lives and grows for approxi- 
mately nine months. 

The first mishap that can befall the 
baby is that the fertilized ovum may not 
teach the uterus, its natural resting place. 
It may attach itself to the inner wall of 


the fallopian tube and develop there into 
a baby. 


The fallopian tube is small and its wall 
is thin. It is easy to see that as the 
placenta and baby grow the wall is 
stretched and soon reaches the breaking 
point. It is a dangerous situation when 
this happens. The mother may bleed to 
death into her abdomen. Whenever a 
pregnancy occurs outside of its natural 
place, the uterus, it is called an ectopic 
pregnancy. When it occurs in a fallopian 
tube it is called an ectopic tubal preg- 
nancy. And if the wall of the tube breaks 
open the diagnosis is a ruptured ectopic 
tubal pregnancy. It calls for an imme- 
diate operation to save the mother’s life 
and of course the baby usually dies. On 
very rare occasions the baby in a tubal 
pregnancy grows to full maturity and 
the condition is not discovered until de- 
livery is attempted. On still rarer occa- 
sions the tube ruptures early, the bleed- 
ing stops itself, the baby dies but remains 
in place for a long time without even the 
mother knowing she was pregnant. 

It often happens that the fertilized 
ovum reaches the uterus safely but does 
not attach itself to the thick portion of 
the organ. Instead, it becomes implanted 
in the lower portion where the wall is 
thin, or it even will fasten itself at a point 
where the placenta will block the passage 
through which the baby passes to be 
born. The attachment at these points is 
not very secure. Hemorrhage occurs 
easily behind the placenta forcing it free. 
Naturally a miscarriage results as well 
as a severe loss of the mother’s blood. 

A common cause of miscarriage is 
criminal abortion either self induced or 
as the result of the manipulations of an 
abortionist. This kind of miscarriage is 
highly dangerous. It has a very high 
death rate and if not fatal it very often 
produces incapacitating illnesses. 

Occasionally a pregnant woman will 
develop symptoms that lead doctors to 
believe that her baby is a source of 
poisons for her. These symptoms are 
called the toxemias of pregnancy. They 
might manifest themselves as a severe 
continued vomiting with an extreme loss 
of water and food from the body. Often 
the blood pressure becomes very high 
and there are symptoms which show that 
the kidneys and the liver have been se- 
verely damaged. Under these conditions 
the mother will be very apt to lose her 
baby. If she does the symptoms usually 
disappear. If she doesn’t lose her baby 
and the symptoms increase in severity 


her physician might be forced to stop 
the pregnancy in order to save her life. 

Whenever a woman miscarries the 
doctor always examines the baby that is 
passed as well as other material that 
comes out which includes the placenta, 
sac, and blood clots. Many times the 
baby appears well developed and healthy. 
At other times it appears to have been 
dead a long time. The skin is soft and 
easily peels off. It has a dirty gray ap- 
pearance. The doctor will say that the 
baby is macerated. From eighty to nine- 
ty per cent of miscarriages with macerat- 
ed babies are caused by syphilis, a very 
common cause of miscarriages. This 
does not happen as often now as former- 
ly because of the prevalent practice of 
making blood tests early in pregnancy. 
If the tests show an infection with syph- 
ilis, treatment is begun immediately and 
miscarriage and infection of the baby 
is averted. 

A dramatic but fortunately not very 
frequent cause of miscarriage has to do 
with the incompatibility of the blood 
groups of the mother and her child. . It 
has been explained in this column that if 
the father is Rh positive and the mother 
Rh negative, the baby may be Rh posi- 
tive like the father. If it is, the baby’s 
blood may stimulate the mother to form 
antibodies that pass into the baby and 
destroy its blood. This may kill the baby 
before it is born, or, if it is born alive, 
it may die unless all of its blood is re- 
moved by the doctor and replaced with 
healthy blood. For some strange reason 
the first baby born to such a couple 
usually escapes this fate which is re- 
served for later ones. 

A mother’s poor state of health is often 
the cause of a miscarriage. Obviously if 
her body is debilitated by disease it is 
unable to meet the requirements for 
nourishing an infant within her. In ad- 
dition, if her illness is due to an infec- 
tion, the germs causing the disease may 
produce poisons that can kill the baby. 
Tuberculosis is such a disease. Pneu- 
monia, bronchitis, empyema, and many 
other infections may do likewise. 

Heart disease, kidney disease, locking 
of the bowels (intestinal obstruction), 
anemia, and lead poisoning notoriously 
cause miscarriage. However, some wom- 
en habitually miscarry even though no 
abnormality can be found by a most 
painstaking examination. Doctors are 
puzzled by this. (Continued on Page 61) 
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hy Teenagers 


A teenager who has been through the 
*‘mill’’ with entertainers, tells her side 
of the story—and in telling it, she 
refutes some claims of stars like 


Illinois Jacquet and Wynonie Harris, 


By “Charlene” 


Writing in the January, 1955, issue of 
TAN, singer Arthur Prysock said: “I must 
admit that it feels good to have women 
make a fuss over me, to run up and throw 
their arms around me at the end of 4 
show. But only because that is one of the 
best indications that my songs are going 
over ; the type of songs I sing are meant to 
move pegple emotionally. They occur prac 
tically everywhere I appear. Once in Chi § 
cago, a fellow slapped his girl because she 
came over to talk to me after the show.” 
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OU ARE ALWAYS reading in magazines and papers 

about band men and male quartet members who are con- 
stantly trying to put over the fact that teenage girls are run- 
ning after them, sometimes breaking up their homes, without 
any encouragement from themselves. For instance, the article 
by Sonny Til, leader of the Orioles quartet, the one by 
Illinois Jacquet, and the one by Wynonie Harris. They tell 
only their side of the story, but I’m going to tell you what 
really happens backstage. 

I'll start with an incident that happened when the 1950 
show of “The Battle Of The Blues” was appearing here at the 
Lincoln theater for a one-night-stand. It was after the second 
show, a lot of girls were waiting for autographs, when this 
fellow, who we'll call Phillip, comes out of a side entrance 
into the theater. We were all crowded around him talking 
and asking him to take us backstage to get the autograph of 
Larry Darnell, who was the featured attraction with the show. 

He said, “J can take but one of you backstage. Will 
you go?” 





I said yes, and collected all the kids’ autograph books and 
followed Phil backstage feeling real proud. When we got 
back there, Larry was detained. Phil took me to his dressing 
room where we could talk until I was able to see Larry. 

We started talking about people in show business and 
music, which we both had in common, as I intended then and 
still do, to become an exotic dancer and singer. Of course, 
New York came into the conversation. I told him I would 
like to go there to live and he asked me if I would like to go 
there with him, that he could get me into show business. | 
thought he was just jiving, which he was, but didn’t want me 
to know it. So, I said yes. 

He sat there awhile without saying a word when all of a 
sudden he leaned over and kissed me, not once, but constant- 
ly. At the time, I was only fourteen and very green. I didn’t 
know what was happening. I began feeling real strange, and 
forgot everything except the eager closeness of our bodies. A 
searing tide of desire swept over us. When it subsided, we 
were one—in flesh as well as spirit. (Continued on Page 82) 
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Writing in the October, 1954, issue of 
TAN, singer Wynonie (Mr. Blues ) Harris 
said: “Strange as it may seem, | don’t have 
any trouble at all with bobby soxers. | leave 
all that breed to Billy Eckstine and Bill 
Kenny. My female fans are ‘good-doing’ 

ies and Thursday night girls with 
800d, steady jobs. Some of them own res- 
taurants and beauty parlors. Others are 
nice-looking preachers’ and deacons’ wives 
who still like to listen to ‘sinful’ music, es- 
pecially the way I sing it. These women 

are the ones who keep me alive.” 


Writing in the August, 1952, issue of TAN, 
Sonny Til of the Orioles declared: “Girls 
write and say: ‘Sonny, I love the Orioles. I 
love their singing and I love yours. But, 
mostly, I love you just for being you. I try 
to get close to you when you are singing. 
If I could just touch your hand. Please 
write to me, dearest darling. Send me a pic- 
ture. | love you so much.’ I get a lot of 
letters that read like that. Some of the girls 
in various cities where we appear go around 
telling their friends: ‘I go with Sonny Til,’ 
or ‘Sonny’s my cousin.’” 


Writing in the December, 1953, issue of 
COPPER ROMANCE, bandleader Illinois 
Jacquet declared: “I love most bobby sox- 
ers. The majority of them are sweet, harm- 
less kids with that tremendous capacity for 
enthusiasm which, to an artist, is ever more 
gratifying than the fattest pay envelope. 
But enthusiasm, like anything else, can be 
carried to extremes. And when bobby sox- 
ers bubble over to the extreme degree, look 
out. They can cause you serious trouble. 
They can get your nerves shaken, your 
money taken, and your home forsaken.” 
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Barbara Swader says Chicago Whi 
Minnie Minoso is the father of 
daughter, Lynette. But she adm 
once told her; “T really don’t belig 

"ig my child?” 
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“For the first time, Barbara Swader tells her story of romance with baseball star Minnie 
'Minoso. It is a story of a chance meeting, a quiet wedding, quick divorce—and a pretty 
baby who has his name but no permission to call him “Daddy.” 


E VER SINCE last summer when newspapers first broke the news 
that I was suing Minnie Minoso, the Chicago White Sox left 
| fielder, for $250,000 and naming him the father of my baby, people 
> have kept asking a lot of questions—some of them embarrassing, some 
© of them as hateful and cruel as a person could dare ask. Yet, up to 
now I’ve kept silent. I purposely tried to avoid as much publicity as 
= possible—even when Minnie finally agreed to marriage last Septem- 
= ber; then divorce only three months later. 
For our baby’s sake, for his sake, and for right’s sake I’ve tried to 
live up to my end of a bargain that was born out of misfortune. But 
Te found out now—the hard way—that it’s a woman who always 
© loses in the end. I lost when I hoped so desperately that marriage 
> would help make a way out for me and my baby, and I lost again 
when I believed that the man I know to be its father would love, care 
for it, and support it as he had agreed to do when the judge gave 
"waa divorce. 
Maybe I was wrong in hoping that I could find a way out so easily 
| after our baby came, but I don’t suppose I’m any different from any 
vad woman who has ever been in the same predicament. I loved the 
» man who had fathered my baby, and I was sure that everything would 
work out all right for me. But I was wrong. Dead wrong. That’s why 
© T'm breaking my silence now. That’s why I’m telling my story—so 
_ that maybe some other young girl won’t fall into the same misfortune 
tt I did. 
= I know that there are some people who have said. “She’s just a slick 
| good-time girl (meaning me) who’s trying to get what she can out of 
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paring in the role of the loving fe father, Minnie cuddles little 
affectionately on a visit to the Swader apartment. 
bara says Minnie expressed doubt that he was child's father. 


October, 25 / 53. 


Miss Barbara linoso. 


Hello my dear:- 


Just a lines to let you know 
about me and my family. We are - 
very well -. I am playing a good 
base dall with Marianao team and 
we hppe to win the cuban champion- 
ship this winter - Tell me how is 
my baby - I would like to know - 
if you need something try to tell 
me and I will eer 16 to you any thing - 
I wish to know your own address to 
know about you and the baby - Tells 
@ good he 11< to your mother and - 
write to me 48 soon as you can. 


love you &s ever, 


This is a photostatic copy of a letter Minnie wrote 
to Barbara in October of 1953. At the time, he 
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Smiling proudly, Minnie gazes at pictures of his family in Cuba. 
Boy in photos he holds is Minnie, woman is his Cuban wife, Julie. 


Barbara says he mentioned family after her pregnancy. 
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Barbara says that Minnie 


‘“‘acted the part of a perfect 


gentleman. . . . I guessthat 


was why I learned . . . to 


love him so much .. .” 


Minoso,” but what those people don’t 
know is that I never even heard of Min- 
nie Minoso until the first night we met 
and he tried to get my telephone number. 
That was back in 1952—one night in 
July when I just happened to go to a ball 
game with some friends who laughed be- 
cause | knew nothing at all about base- 
ball and even less about Minnie Minoso. 
| probably would be better off today if 
that night had gone by just like any 
other night in my life, but I doubt if any- 
body can ever really know just how one 
night, one day, or even one hour for that 
matter can later play such a big part in 
changing the course of his entire life. 

In my case, I had no interest one way 
or another in Minnie Minoso—or any 
other baseball player. I suppose I might 
have been a little “starry-eyed” as people 
say about teenagers these days, but for 
a girl only 19 years old at the time I 
knew enough not to go off the deep end 


ars 





In Chicago apartment, Barbara feeds Lynette breakfast. The story of this romance broke 
last summer when she sued Minnie for $250,000 and named him as father of the baby. 
Later news of their marriage in a small Illinois town was divulged. 


just because a hero ball player was try- 
ing to get my phone number. 

As it happened, I went by a Chinese 
restaurant with my friends that night 
after the ball game and while we were in 
there one of the waitresses I knew named 
Doris came over to our table and said to 
me that Minnie Minoso wanted to meet 
me. I said, “Who?” She said: “Minnie 
Minoso. You know, he plays for the 
White Sox—the game you just came 
from.” I said, “Oh! What does he 


—— ee ——— ~ 
Vr. Chicago White Sox—Minnie Minoso—here signs lucrative playing contract while 
team general manager, Frank Lane (l.), and vice-president Chuck Comiskey watch. A 


+) 


$35,000-a-year performer, Minnie has been ordered to pay Barbara $65 a week. 


want?” “He wants to meet you,” she 
repeated, and I said: “For what?” 

She shrugged and gave a little laugh, 
“He wants your telephone number.” 

“Well!” I shot back. “And just who 
does he think he is? What makes him 
think that he can go around asking for 
anybody’s telephone number and they'll 
give it to him?” 

“I don’t know,” Doris said. “He just 
asked me to get your telephone number.” 

“Well, I’m not going to give it to him,” 
I said finally. 

“What about the address and phone 
number where you work?” Doris wanted 
to know. 

“You can do what you want to 
about that, all I know is that he is not 
going to get my home telephone 
number.” 

The next day a big yellow and black 
convertible drove up in front of the res 
taurant where I worked as cashier and 
out of it stepped Minoso and a friend— 
Hector Rodriquez. They walked in and 
Minnie came up to me. “Hello,” he said, 
“Doris gave me the address where you 
work, so I came by.” 

And that’s how we first met. 

Maybe now that I look back on it, 
things might have turned out better for 
me if I had kept on pretending to be 
aloof and disinterested, but after I met 
him and talked with him I felt differently 
about him. There was something about 
him that I liked. He was gentlemanly, 
considerate, (Continued on Page 58) 
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Reginald Burks, nine-year-old son of St. Louis disc jockey Jesse (Spider) Burks, gets 
early start in learning fundamentals of record spinning from his dad. Son is called “Little 
Spider.” Burks also has dog named Hans Von Bop, I. 


INCE THE DAY BACK in 1947, when Nat (King) Cole 
tagged the name of “Spider” onto Jesse D. Burks, disc- 
jockey on St. Louis radio station KXLW, the long lanky radio 
artist has skyrocketed to success. 
Spider, a native of St. Louis, got into radio on “pure nerve.” 
A graduate of Hampton Institute (Va.) in 1946 with a major 
in electrical engineering. Spider returned to St. Louis where he 
began working for a local electrical company. He worked a 
few weeks short of a year when he heard of the opening of a 
new radio station in St. Louis’ suburb of Clayton. 
Approaching Guy Runnion, station owner, Spider offered to 
do a disc jockey show which netted him $10 per week and many 
trips to a sympathetic Negro record dealer (Edward Bennett 
of Bennett Radio and Electrical Co.) to get records to program. The Original Three, cad to be the hettest tele te S. Lule, is a 
Bennett cooperated and bought time on the show. feature on the Spider Burks (1.) Saturday afternoon shows over 
Spider found himself riding the (Continued on Page 40 ) KXLW, St. Louis. Burks is on radio seven days a week. 


” = OY, 


, he. : “ 


Second popular group on a Spider Burks show is the Chris Billy Williams (r.), leader of the Billy Williams Quartet, and 
Woods Combo, featured on his F. riday evening TV show each George (The G) Logan, a colleague, visit Burks during broadcast 
week. Burks’ success as disc jockey dates back to 1947. from the Club Riviera. Burks started out as a $10-a-week man. 
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t 16 Gloria Allen was too young to leave home, so 
she learned of the world second-hand. When she be- 


came bored with home, she set out to get a big taste 






of life in the raw. 





HE NEAT. black. precise letters o 
the white page suddenly grew fuzz 
and blurred before my eves. and the gra 
of the drabness all around me began t 
darken and completely black out mm) 
Vision. My head throbbed and my bod 
rocked backward. then forward. in th 
chair. The newspaper slipped slowly fro 
my fingers and splashed across the floor. 
For a few moments | reeled on thi 
brink of unconsciousness. and _ the! 
fought my way back to my senses. 
picked up one of the pages from the foo! 
and read the name again. It was ther 
under the list of latest U.S: casualties ! 
Korea. “Killed in Action: Tommy | 
Forrest.” And then there was the stree! 
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idress in Atlanta. Georgia. 

Once again the letters faded before my 

eves. this time washed away by the flood 
' tears that streamed out and down my 
| flung the paper away from me 

(threw my head on the table. my bedy 
shaking violently in convulsive sobs. | 
couldnt understand it. The truce had 
ready been signed. Tommy must have 
heen among the last killed. 

\t that moment I felt the life that was 
“rowing inside me twitch and move. and 
| looked down. heartbroken. at my own 
wollen body. . 

“He never knew! He never knew.” I 
~houted to myself, 

\nd then the blackness that had sur- 


rounded me and nearly blotted out all 
thoughts and the ability to think came 


avain. and this time I was Jost in it. 

It was a long while later when I re- 
gained consciousness. [ was lying on 
the floor near the chair from which I had 
collapsed. And almost) simultaneously 
with the return of memory of what had 
happened came the first paralyzing pain. 
It was like lightning and thunder: first 
striking in the small of my back and 
then echoing to the front of my body. I 
lay there for several minutes, and then it 
came again. | struggled to my feet and 
grabbed my coat. then dashed into the 
hall and half ran. half stumbled down the 
stairway and out the front door, There 


The next few days were filled with 
thoughts and love for Tommy. We 
had wonderful times just being 
alone... for now there was no 
surprise in our love-making. 


were people in the street. and I saw a 
taxicab coming a half-block away. 

~Taxi! Taxi!” I screamed. And then 
] fainted again. 

When I came out of the blackness this 
time. all about me was white and shin- 
ing: the sheet over me. the walls of the 
room. the clothes of the nurses around 
me. And then the dark brown face. 
bright with) perspiration. was leaning 
over me. asking how I felt. 

I opened my mouth and managed to 
mumble: Numb.” 

“Youve been through quite a lot.” the 
brown fate said. and I] could tell then 
that it was a man. a doctor. 


~The the (Continued on Page 67) 


99 
rho 










Carrie was home and Carrie was willing. 
For the next three days it was Scotch and 
Carrie. Very little food. Plenty of lovin’... 








‘hile 
raw 
n 
band—a kept ma h life without 
‘Da 
ck street husb to get through 
} : ae Ce? BY © 
‘ easy : 
: ist an 
was jt 


4 ild be h es :, 


have had to Pay in bitternesc and Suffering 
Ye living 4 normal Usefy] €Xistence It laught me 
loves of men, businesg. {00 that there Can be nothing More desolate OF tragic 
SET men Politicians and the like. than being left out in the Cold and having NO right 
~Ometimes eV live lus Xistence in Penthouse to Complain about Your fate because YOU Yourself 
Apartments Complete With Maid and Well-stocked ashioned It Into a Mserah |, mess, 
larder of food and drink. Pampered With shoy ers of Yes, I had mY eves wid. “Pen when | y alked into 
Sifts of EXPeNSive Cars S and jewelry. Other the unman|y. immoral] Spider's Parlor of Stolen love, 
times they ap kept Under Wraps by Married men, had MY eves Wide open When | first mer Toy 
. SUPposed|y "espectably Married, 10 Can jj] afford Raines. When | Met he, "8s in one of MY blackest 
at One Woman Much Jeg. two, MOods of dissatistactio, Brooding ENawing di. 
THR 5 Any ne Ple don t realize that there are hundreds Satisfactio,, can do MOre to undermine YOUr sense of 
~—e Ff men wh, are male ¢ nlerparts of these lady love balance than any Other Single thing. I'd been dissat. 
HéVves an Passionate home Wreckers Who get their; fied—anq INcreasingly, SO—ever Since my College 
devotion, and hushandly affection “econd-hand. con days, ; 
ent to Keep it SO as long as the price 1S right l guess it was <, Simple fo, ME to lose all self. 
I was a ack Street husband a kept mMan—and. respect and decency because. 4S long a. I can ge. 
or Tike Vhile, revelled in this Casy eXistence. re. member. I've never had t, Worry about Tesponsibi]. 
&arding j S$ MY own lucrative Tacket, a “ay to get ity, about Where the Next meal y 4S Coming 
throug life With aVing to Work for a living, MY next suit. Dad wa 
S8Y, for a While. becaus like MOst short cuts, 
my €asy Jif, eventy lly cost 


from or 
& in our New 
ted his life to Providing me 


"age 51) 


England town, 
C 4 great dea] More 


With everything I even 


35 














ala husband—vntil his 








wife appear 


I WAS COOKING beef pot roast, Ar- 

thur’s favorite dish, when a rap on the 
connecting door of our apartments indi- 
cated that he was home. 

“Enter, whoever you may be,” I called 
gaily. 

Arthur came in and immediately start- 
ed snifing. “Yum-yummy!” he ex- 
claimed. “Could that delectable fra- 
grance just happen to indicate pot roast, 
with noodles, maybe?” 

“It just could,” I laughed, turning to 
meet him as he pulled me into his arms. 

“All this,” he said dreamily, punctuat- 
ing his words with a kiss, “and pot roast, 
too!” His arms tightened and he mur- 
mured tenderly, “Connie, I love you so 
very, very much!” 

I pushed him away and with specious 
lightness replied, “You mean you love 
my cooking, Mr. Hayden.” But I was 
thinking that if he loved me “very, very 
much,” why hadn’t he mentioned mar- 
riage? And again I resolved that from 
now on, | would keep our relationship 
within bounds until we were married. 

As though he read my thought, Arthur 
said, “Constance, I’ve known for a long 


ed with gun 


time how unfair it is of me to allow 
things to go on as they have. And I’ve 
made a decision.” 

My heart beat faster, but I asked calm- 
ly, “And what decision have you made, 
darling?” 

Arthur took a deep breath. “It’s that 
—that I’m going to get a divorce!” 

I stared at him and he looked so seri- 


ous | was sure he was making a joke, so 
I laughed and said, “Well after all, 
Arthur, I don’t see what grounds you 
have.” 

It was Arthur’s turn to stare at me. “It 
isn’t funny, dear,” he reproved. “That 
is, unless you don’t want to marry me.” 

A chilling premonition flooded 
through me that Arthur wasn’t joking. 
And I cried, “Are you telling me that 
you are married?” 

“Connie! Of course I am. I thought 
you knew. I thought everyone in the 
Twin Cities knew!” 

“Oh—Arthur !” 

He tried to embrace me and this time 
I really shoved him away, gazing at him 
in inexpressible shock, feeling scalding 
tears creeping down my cheeks. 

“But Connie,” Arthur protested, 
throwing out his hands appealingly, “I 
thought you knew! All along, I thought 
you knew!” 

“Arthur! Oh, Arthur!” | moaned, un- 
able to stop wringing my hands or con- 
trol the anguish which twisted my face. 
“Of course I didn’t know!” 

Arthur’s look was bewildered, his eyes 


and a shocking story: 


sick with helpless concern. “But—but | 
thought—” he faltered. “I mean—” 
Sobbing brokenly, | stumbled blindly 
out of the kitchen to my room and fell 
across the bed. Arthur—married! Oh, 
no! It couldn’t be! Arthur . . 
ried . . . to another woman—a woman 
I did not know—a woman whose ex- 
istence I had (Continued on Page 74) 
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Duley didn’t approve when her mother married again. Hat- 


ing her stepfather, she tried to break up the marriage. She 


almost did—when she falsely accused him of rape! 


HEY THOUGHT I was asleep, but 
ilthough I had played like I was 
en Mama tiptoed into my room, I was 
er more wide awake in my life. She 
| looking down at me, then bent and 
ed me on the cheek and said real low, 
© baby,” and I could hardly keep 
flinching. Because I was sure what 
bothering her wasn’t me, but her 
conscience, and I wanted to raise up 
tell her so. But I knew it wasn’t any 


use—not after the way I’d cried and car- 
ried on already. So I kept still and pretty 
quick she slipped out of the room. 

The minute she was gone I eased out 
of bed and sneaked to the door. It was 
cracked enough for me to see into the 
living room where Mr. Timmons was just 
getting up out of Daddy’s favorite chair. 
As Mama neared him he reached out to 
put his arms around her, but she held 
him off with her hands. 


“Oh, Homer!” she said, sounding like 
she was going to cry, “I didn’t expect 
Dulcy to take it so hard. It just doesn’t 
seem natural for a child to get so upset— 
to take our marriage so hard! I hope 
she’s not going to make herself sick, 
carrying on like she did this afternoon.” 

“Aw, she'll get over it,” Mr. Timmons 
said. “You got to give her time to get 
used to it, Myra.” 

Watching them as Mama stood gazing 
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I looked down at her, wondering how could she even mention about me breaking her heart, when it was just the opposite. “You didn’t 
have to marry that man, did you?” I asked coldly. 


troubledly at Mr. Timmons, I wondered 
sickly what she saw in him. Because 
Mama was a pretty woman—everyone 
always said so. Her skin was a rich, 
smooth brown, her eyes large, long- 
lashed and shiny black, and when she 
smiled dimples twinkled on either side of 
her full-lipped mouth. And did she ever 
have a terrific figure! It seemed like to 
me she could have got almost any man 
she wanted. Anyway, she sure could have 


done better than Mr. Timmons. 

Even just looking at him, I didn’t like 
him. He wasn’t any taller than Mama, 
but heavy set, with piggy features, a light, 
mariney complexion and kind of nappy 
reddish hair. And worst of all, a high- 
pitched voice that didn’t go with his 
sawed-off bigness. In comparison with 
Daddy, both in looks and manners, he 
was strictly a goon. 

“What’s th’ matter, Myra,” he said, 


sounding kind of peeved, “You sorry you 
married me?” 

Mama jumped like he had called her 
out of a trance. She blinked, looked at 
him blankly, then said quickly, “Uh— 
why certainly not, Homer! I was just 
thinking about Dulcy.” 

He put his hands on her shoulders and 
pulled her against him. “Well supposin’ 
you think about me for a change, Mrs. 
Timmons!” he (Continued on Page 62) 
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RECORDS 


With Each Order of 4 or More 


F y E = | RECORD (our choice) 
| PHOTO of a Leading Artist 


LATEST RELEASES AND RECORDS 


I'VE GOT A WOMAN—Ray Charles...... a 

| PLEDGING MY LOVE—Johnny Ace....... .89 
[} YOU DON’T HAVE TO GO—Jimmy Reed.. . 

|] MY BABE—Little Walter................ .89 
FLIP FLOP AND FLY—Joe Turner....... J 
WHATCHA GONNA DO—Drifters......... é 


LOVE STRUCK—Chuck Willis............ 


LOVING YOU—Lowell Fulsom........... F 
DON’T YOU KNOW—Fats Domino........ d 


WHATTYA GONNA DO—Robins...... 
YOU UPSET ME BABY—B. B. King. 
LOVE ME- 

i'M READY—Muddy Wate 


_} JOHNNY HAS GONE Vareita Dillard.... 
] '¥ MAY SOUND SILLY—Ivory Joe Hunter . 
Jehany Ace’s Last Letter—Johnny Fuller.. . 


] RING-A-LING-A-LING—Midnighters ... 
THE LETTER—Medallions 
MAMBO BABY-—-Ruth Brown. 
SOME DAY—Drifters 


THE TELEGRAM—Medallions.......... nae 
OH WHAT A DREAM—Ruth Brown....... ; 


ANNIE’S GOT A a Scan orggaatl 
NEVER LET ME GO—Johnny 


8 
LOVE WILL MAKE YOUR MIND ‘GO WwiLD 


re ere nr mare 


NATURAL BORN LOVER—Muddy Waters 89 


PACK YOUR SUITCASE—Fats Domino 


BYE BYE YOUNG MEN—Ruth Brown.... - 
Baby Let’s Play Heuse—Arthur Gunter... . 


© CHANGED MY MIND—Chuck Willis. . 
TWEEDLE 


] POISON IVY—Willie Mabon 


TROUBLES DON’T LAST—Guitar Slim... . 
EBBTIDE—Roy Hamilton ............... 8 
MELLOW DOWN EASY—Little Walter.... . 
SHOO DOO BE DOO—Moonlighters....... .89 
WORK WITH ME, ANNIE—Midnighters... . 
E TO ME—Muddy Waters . 
NOTHING BUT THE BLUES—L. Hopkins. .- 
PLEASE FORGIVE ME—Johnny Ace..... -89 
Everything | De is Wrong—B. B. King... . 
SEXY WAYS—Midnighters .............. .89 


JUST MAKE LOV 


SHAKE, RATTLE AND ROLL—Joe Turner 


| NEED YOUR LOVE—Pee Wee Crayton... .89 
OH BABY—Little Walter ................ 8 
THINKING OF YOU—Fats Domino....... .89 
] YOU’RE MINE—Shirley Gunter.......... ne 
STINGY LITTLE THING—Midnighters.... . 
YOU DONE ME WRONG—Fats Domino... . 
RECONSIDER BABY—Lowell Fulsom..... 8 
THE THINGS | USED TO DO—Guitar Slim . 
YOU'RE SO FINE—Little Walter......... 8 
SHAKE A HAND—Faye Adams........... 89 
YOU'RE STILL MY BABY—Chuck Willis . 
SAVING MY LOVE FOR YOU—Johnny Ace . 
MAD LOVE—Muddy Waters ............. .89 
THE CLOCK—Johnny Ace..............+- 4 
PLEASE DON’T LEAVE ME—Fats Domino . 
CROSS MY HEART—Johnny Ace......... 8 


KO KO MO—Gene and Eunice 


LOVE YOU MADLY—Charlie and Ray.... . 


SPIRITUALS 


YOU MUST BE BORN AGAIN—Gospel Harmony s 


NE’LL UNDERSTAND—Davis Si 


MARCHING zo ZION—Davis Sisters 


THE BALL 


LA aa WILL | EVER REST—M. oo 
MY MOTHER—Blind Boys. 


WHEN | LOST eae 
SURELY, SURELY, AMEN—Spirit of Memphis... - 


E—Davis Sisters 


TELL THE ANGELS—Ward Singers.. 


ESSEX RECORD SHOP 


114 SPRINGFIELD AVENUE 
NEWARK 3, NEW JERSEY 
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DEE—LaVerne Baker......... : 8 

SICK FEELING BLUES—Lightning Hopkins . 

] EARTH ANGEL—Penguins............... 8 
HEARTS OF STONE—Charms............ d 
SINCERELY—Moonglows ................ .89 
You Better Watch Yourself—Little Walter. . 
it Hurts Me te My Heart—Faye Adams.... . 


AME—Sister Jessie Mae Renfro... : 
LONG AS jesus LIVES—Swanee Quintet....... .89 
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On The Records 


(Continued from Page 13) 


music are long forgotten. 

Benny is a musician who appeals more 
strongly to musicians than to fans, though 
his music is not too intricate for the lay- 
man. To the musical crowd, he is the 
“consummate professional among jazz alto 
men,” an instrumentalist who “gives the 
appearance of doing things so that they 
look very easy, when in fact, they’re ex- 
tremely difficult.” 

The one big feature about Carter which 
sells him to musicians is his dexterity at 
executing on his horn. Commenting on his 
playing, a fellow jazzman once remarked: 
“That man Carter sure can variate!” 





Spider Burks 


(Continued from Page 31) 


crest of a new wave of popularity as the 
profession of disc jockeys began making 
top news in St. Louis. 

When the St. Louis Post-Dispatch did a 
series in 1950 in its pictures section on the 
city’s disc jocks, Spider was featured as 
the only Negro in the area. At that time, 
his position and income had become rea- 
sonably secure. 

By 1951, Spider was the subject of a fea- 
ture in the St. Louis Globe-Democrat, 
which pointed out the young man’s salary 
was upwards of $20,000 a year. 

Spider has had his share of color and 
excitement during his brief time in the 
spotlight. His flamingo-pink Cadillac pur- 
chased a few years ago became the talk- 
topic of the city. He has traded the pink 
job off and now drives a sky blue, converti- 
ble ’55 Caddie. 

Somewhat of a sportsman, Spider spends 
a lot of his time with his motor boat, the 
“Spi-Suder,” named for himself and his 
wife’s nickname. He is married to Leah 
Bridges, a former Hampton student, whom 
he affectionately calls Sue. He has a nine- 
year-old son by a previous marriage. He 
married Leah in 1949. 

Spider also spends a lot of time on the 
golf course, although he says he shoots a 
score “well over the president’s.” 

Spider has been an avid boating fan. 
Following his purchase of a boat, he boast- 
ed the sport so much on his program he 
aroused widespread interest in the St. 
Louis area. A group of young men, spurred 
on by Spider’s glowing descriptions, organ- 
ized a boating club and made him an hon- 
orary member. 

Spider is quite a family man, although 
he has had his share of the gossip that 
usually follows a young celebrity. He lives 
in a huge $25,000 home in the heart of the 
Negro section of St. Louis with his mother 
and father, nine-year-old son, and wife. His 
pet Doberman and Chow are never far 
away. 

He has also had his share of business 
ventures. He has owned alternately a bowl- 


ing alley, skating rink, cocktail lounge a 
is presently engaged in the Wholes 
Beauty and Barber Supply business. 

He is on the air seven days a week (q_ 
minimum of his shows are transcribed), 
four hours Monday through Saturday and 
three hours on Sunday afternoons. On Fri- 
day, Spider conducts a half-hour television 
show named for his regular radio show, 
“The House of Joy.” 

The TV deal features a regular combo, 
Chris Woods; variety acts and visiting ce. 
lebrities. It is sponsored. The show is on 
UHF-TV and his gaining the spot and 
sponsors proved an uphill fight. He has 
finally licked that and now the show is 
solidly commercial. 

Spider has a knack for weathering 
storms. KXLW has been sold twice since 
he went to work there and Spider is the 
only individual who started out with the 
original owners who’s still left. The station 
has two other Negro disc-jockeys, but 
Spider leads the field. 

On Saturday, Spider conducts a remote 
broadcast at the Toast of the Town, a plu: 
room, not unlike Detroit’s Garfield Lounge, 
Because of his widespread listening audi- 
ence, Spider has managed to encourage 
large number of white couples who spend 7 
Saturday afternoon worshiping at the feet 
of the popular platter spinner. 

He is considered to have one of the best 
“selling” voices in local radio. 
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CHILDLESS 


WIVES wisn BABIES! 


Send 3c stamp fer information concerning — 
easy-to-follow ovulation method which has 
ceeded %ths of cases test 


amen COMPANY, Dept. D 
500 R St. Paul |, Mina. 


POEMS WANTED! 


To Be Set To Music [ 
today ‘for FREE EXAMINATION.” Aay ‘Aay | : 
Subject. Immediate Consideration. 


rma Records 1g 
Crown Music Co., M Broadway, N * Y. 36, N. Y. 


Has IRON-STARVED BLOOD Left You 


NO EP? 


FEEL GOOD AGAIN FAST 
with famous $.S.S. TONIC 


You may be suffering from that common blood 
condition known as Iron Deficiency Anemia. Get 
back your ENERGY, perk up your APPETITE. 
FEEL GOOD AGAIN FAST. Ask for $.$.5 
TONIC liquid or easy-to-take tablets at your drug 
counter. You will be satisfied or money back, 
Do as millions have for over 125 years. Accept — 
no substitutes. Feel your best, ; 


TAKE S.S.S. TONIC _ 
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UNE, as the traditional “wedding 

month,” will see many beautiful brides 
bedecked in breath-taking, picturesque 
formal and informal bridal gowns of all 
descriptions. This is the one time in life 
when every woman should feel regal in 
her finery, and confident that she is 
looking her best. Whether the wedding 
takes place in a church, a garden, or in 
the office of a Justice of the Peace, there 
is an endearing quality about the month 
of June that makes every bride feel “ex- 
tra special” in sharing the wonders of 
her wedding with millions of her sister 
brides. For in June everything seems 
better than ever before, and what nicer 
wedding gift could any bride demand. 



































Combed plisse is used to make “Blooma- 
jama.” The soft floral print is on a tinted 
background. Price is $2.95. 


Two-piece “Fancy Pants” pajama is 


made o/ plisse in a colorful print on a 


white background. Price is $1.95. 


COOL NIGHT 


IGHT. AIRY AND COOL is the new 
accent for children’s summer sleep- 

ing outfits, that can double as_play- 
clothes. Sleep wear that allows complete 
freedom of movement goes over big with 
active, growing youngsters who love the 
carefree feeling of “easy” clothes. Re- 
leased from the restrictions of blue jeans 
and shirts, little girls are delighted to 
change personalities after a refreshing 
bath and hop into sleepers that are just 
as attractive as mommy’s. A big night 
of cool sleeping pleasure is in the offing, 
with these dainty, doll-like outfits that 
appeal to the “peanuts and popcorn” set. 
Popular because of their very brief- 
ness and femininity, are the fancy pants 
outfits or “bloomajama” sets. ‘Bloomers 
have shirred elastic bands that gently 
conform to young bodies. Many are “all- 
in-one” outfits that can be quickly pulled 
over the head. Buttons and bows are 
kept to a minimum. Made of soft, cool 
materials, these adorable pajama sets aie 
exactly what every little girl likes to 
sleep in, for she looks her very best in 
pajamas that will last for many summers 
to come. Smart styling coupled with 
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Cute two-piece “Bloomajama” in a gay 
lollypop print on a white background. 


WEAR FOR KIDDIES 


gray, fresh colors in figures and prints 
make these delightfully designed “nities” 
a blessing to the busy parent. 

Cotton as usual, tops the fabric list in 
the form of lightweight plisse, or cool, 
frosty batiste. Nylon and dacron ruffles 
are used for trimming. Cotton plisse, the 
light, airy, fabric that literally “breathes” 
air, is very inexpensive and requires 
only a scant amount of care. Let little 
daughter be her own nightwear ward- 
robe mistress, for these pajama sets wash 
and dry in minutes and require no 
ironing. 

Above all, sleeping togs should be able 
to take the rough and tumble activities 
of bedtime somersaults and pillow fights. 
They must stand up under countless 
washings and still remain fresh. 

Durable scuff-resistant sleepers will 
take to soap and water with ease and 
courageously withstand the rigors of 
consistent summer-time slumber. Pa- 
jama outfits are so inexpensive and eco- 
nomical that every child should at least 
own several pairs. 

TAN’s selection of sleepwear for kid- 
dies is by Nite Kraft of New York. 


of blue, pink, aqua and red. Made of plisse, it has a button crotch. Price, $2.95. 





One-piece “Rompajama’” is an attractive, beruffled romper-styled sleeper in blazer stripes 


Solid color paja + 
and buttons down t 
color is a plisse pf 
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INFORMAL WEDDINGS 


HEN IT COMES to great traditions, everyone loves to do things exactly right, 

and selecting the wedding gown is the most important item on the agenda for 
a June bride. Today’s bride, dressed in cascading drifts of nylon lace, tulle or satin, 
is perfectly at home in a casual, informal setting. The dress would be right, whether 
in white, or in cool, soft pastels. Informal wedding gowns are popular because of 
their beauty as well as their versatility. Designers have gone all out to maintain 
tradition with their informal gowns. 


Picturesque wedding gown complete with 
all the trimmings is of imported Chantilly 
lace and nylon net. By Alfred Angelo. 
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A demure wedding dress with a fitted jacket of im- 
ported lace is ideal for informal weddings. The full 
ankle-length skirt is of soft, filmy nylon net. 


AS. 


Informal wedding gown features scalloped Alencon lace and di a ~~? 


- 


pleated tulle bust interest. Seven graduated pointed lengths of Ps oo 3 a 
tulle i. tel shad tuate the bo t skirt. 
e in pastel shades accentuate the bouffant skir “~ Vote. 





Delicately-styled bridal gown of silver lace and A bewitching bride’s dress has imported lace bodice, molded to fit 
Pastel is beautiful in its quiet simplicity. Decorative the body. Lace flowers peak over the decollete neckline. Pleated 
lace roses are appliqued on the full, flowing skirt. silk cummerbund emphasizes a trim waistline. By Cahill. 
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BEAUTY AT HOME 


UNE IS THE MONTH of brides .and brides bespeak of 
beauty. The last few days before the great event are busy 
2ys with lots of activities that demand the attention of the 
ew, prospective wife and homemaker. Regardless of the 
any things that are to be done, the schedule should always 
lude time out for beauty. Not. everyone can afford a 
ekly trip to the beauty shop, and it is very sensible to learn 
take care of your beauty needs at home. Good grooming 
as important as good manners, and from the tip of your 


head to the bottom of your feet the attention which you give 
beauty shows. Don’t wait until the last minute to do all the 
little necessary things. Relax and treat yourself to a soothing 
bubble bath, a pedicure and a refreshing facial. Have a fresh 
look and don’t use too much makeup to take care of the eye 
brows. Brush and set your hair so it will retain a neat 
appearance. Let your nails be one of the last beauty chores 
so they will be fresh and smooth. Remember beauty is not 
a luxury but is the definite way to achieve glamor. 


Sich ad t bit of cotton dightad te witch 
- or borax solution for the eyes. With a bath 
See esewl or pillow behind she Raed rest jocms 
: i eee 0 anata. ES 
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A good stimulating facial can start with hot water 
and soap applied with a soft facial brush and rubbed 
gently until the face tingles. Apply hot towels until 
all soap is removed. Next apply a cleansing cream 
and rub into skin well before removing with tissue. 
Rub face briskly with an astringent. Pat face and 
neck briskly with tips of fingers. Wipe face with 
bath cloth which has been dipped in cold water. 


For the last step just before putting on the lovely 

gown, do your nails and massage your hands. Allow 

time for them to dry so the polish will be fresh. Even 

though the bridal outfit may call for gloves it is most 

essential that your hands are soft and nails well 

groomed. They can be an eyesore and quickly 
noticed when gloves are removed. 


After the bath refresh your body with an all-over 
lotion or cologne. While your toe nails are soft and 
pliable clean and trim nails and cuticles. Use an 
emery board to even off the rough edges. If there 
are hard places on the feet rub gently with a pumice 
stone and scrub with a stiff brush. Massage feet 
well with lotion. Polish nails and stretch feet and 
légs out to dry. 


To apply makeup place a towel around the edge of 
the face so makeup will not look messy. Pat makeup 
base gently over the face. Add a tiny bit of rouge 
and eye shadow. Be careful of the amount as it 
should be just a touch. The fresh look for a bride is 
most important. Next comb eyebrows into a smooth 
arch so they-will frame the face. Apply lipstick in a 
soft flowing line. 
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Ginger Ale Fruit Punch: 


is is a combination of chilled ginger ale, 


esh mint leaves and orange and lemon 
ice. Frozen grapefruit and pineapple 
ice may be added to the base if desired. 


Inly a small amount of sugar need be 


led to the already sweetened fruit juices 
frozen juices are used. Slice three fresh 


iges, cut into odd shapes and float on 


of the punch. Just before serving add 


several bottles of iced, ginger ale. 


Deviled Peach Salad 
nbine lightly 1 8-oz. container of cot- 
cheese, 1 tbsp. minced parsley and 1 
oz. can of deviled ham. Chill mixture. 
ain 6 cling peach halves and arrange in 


ttuce nests. Mound deviled ham and 
Leese mixture in peach halves. Garnish 


h mayonnaise. Serve with rye bread 

unds and sliced, stuffed olives. Canned 

urs halves or pineapple slices may be 
used 


Wedding Cake 
Three tiered wedding cake is made at home using a Swans Down prepared cake mix or any 
favorite white cake recipe. After the cake has been baked using three graduated circular 
pans, cool and trim the edges. Spread each layer and sides with frosting made from 
confectioners’ sugar and butter. Use remaining frosting with pastry tube to make 
borders, festoons and rosettes on cake. Decorate with silver dragees and serve on a silver 
platter. Top with bridal favor. 


INFORMAL RECEPTIONS 
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Fresh Fruit Salad 


For a very festive informal out door wed- 
ding there is nothing that can compare with 
an attractive fresh fruit salad or compote. 
A colorful array of fresh fruits cut in tiny 
pieces and soaked in wine then placed in 
scooped out pineapple halves and served 
with tiny thin wafer cookies add the Ha- 
waiian touch to an ordinary fare. 


NFORMAL WEDDING RECEP.- 
TIONS have become very popular 
since the trends for casual, unhurried 
living is on the upswing. Everyone is 
looking for the simple, easy methods 
which require only the minimum amount 


- of time and effort for the bride and fam- 


ily. Most informal wedding receptions 
are held in the home and the method of 
serving the refreshments depends on the 
side of the home, the amount of help and 
the number of guests invited. The budg- 
et too plays its important role in menus 
and planning. 

Since lavish affairs these days are not 
in good taste, simplicity from every an- 
gle seems to be the keynote. Although 
the reception should be simple, elegance 
and beauty should not be sacrificed. The 
details should be worked out to the last 
minute to keep the bride from worrying 
and allow the family to relax and enjoy 
the event. 

If the family can afford a caterer, then 
all problems vanish once the menu is 
set. But if friends and relatives must 
Prepare the food then more time and 
thought should be given to the job. 
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“My career is the health and welfare of children... 


I've cooked with Carnation 


Says: 

Mrs. Helen M. Paxton 
100 No. Ohio Ave. 
Columbus, Ohio 


Rene 


Youth adviser, civic and social a 
wife of Edmund B. Paxton, well-known 
lawyer, director of a private school for 
kindergarten children, mother of three 
lovely girls—that’s our lady of the 
month, Mrs. Helen Paxton of Columbus! 


“In planning our nursery school’s hot 
lunches for 45 hungry tots, I prefer 
dishes that call for milk. We always use 
Carnation because of its richness and 
blending qualities. There’s no milk like 
Carnation to give cooking extra flavor 
and body. I know,” she adds with a 
smile, “because I’ve cooked with Carna- 
tion for 20 years, myself!” 

We do hope you'll heed Mrs. Paxton’s 
good advice about cooking with Carna- 
tion. A delicious way to start is this 
luscious cheese sauce recipe. Get some 
Carnation today and make it! 


Mrs. Paxton says: 
“Try this cheese sauce for your 
favorite green vegetables!” 








3-MINUTE CARNATION CHEESE SAUCE 
(Makes 2 cups sauce) 


Simmer 124 cups (large can) undiluted Carna- 
tion Evaporated Milk and % teaspoon salt in 
saucepan over low heat to just below boiling 
(about 2 minutes). Add 1 cup (4 oz.) grated 
process-type American cheese. Continue heat- 
ing, stirring constantly until cheese melts 
(about 1 minute 
longer). Serve 
over drained, 
cooked aspara- 
gus. green beans, 
or caulifiower. 
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“from 
Contented 
Cows” 


Here is Mrs. Paxton at the piano with 
her three daughters (left to ri me): 
Suzanne, Hope and Helen. All 

healthy Paxton youngsters were 
raised on Carnation Milk formulas. 


Mrs. Paxton plans next day’s menus 
while Mr. Paxton studies a legal 
case. He says there’s nothing like 
an after-dinner cup of coffee—and 
nothing “creams” it like Carnation. 


The Paxtons celebrate Suzanne’s 
10th birthday with chicken, and 
gravy made with Carnation. It makes 
gravies so much smoother, and so 
much richer flavored! 


WORLD’S LEADING BRAND OF EVAPORATED MILK 
49 









Got Relief 


From Itching, Stinging Burn of 


UGLY BUMPS 


(BLACKHEADS) 


‘“‘Ugly bumps on my face bothered 
me so long with itching, burning 
torment. Then a friend gave me 
some good advice. He told me to 
try Black and White Ointment. I 
got wonderful relief from the 
misery, so I’d like to pass his advice 
on to anyone who is miserable with 
itching blackheads like I was.”’ 







Mrs. Mildred Tyler 
Bronx, New York 
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Still Only 25 me 
WHY PAY MORE ? 
Now even more reason to get this famous Million 










ointment to check itching, burning mis- 
ery of eczema, simple ringworm; itch of 
acne. Still only 25¢. Trial size 15¢. Save 
most of all on the large 60¢ size. Cleanse 
skin daily with Black and White Soap. 



























For only a traction of a cent 


Calumet Baking Powder 
insures baking success | 
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Marshmallow Fruit Cake 
Cut 1 lb. marshmallows into fourths. Drain 
1 can Queen Anne cherries, 1 can pine- 
apple and 1 3-0z. jar maraschino cherries. 
Split cherries, remove séeds. Cut pineapple 
and cherries in pieces. Mix marshmallows, 
fruit and Y4 cup slivered almonds together. 
In saucepan combine 3 egg yolks, Y4 tsp. 
salt and juice of 2 lemons. Simmer, until 
thickened. Cool. Whip 2 cups heavy cream, 
fold into mixture. Add other ingredients, 
Cover bowl and chill 2 hours. 


Assorted Loaf Salads 


Molded loaf salads are very popular be- 
cause they are easy to make. Using a fa- 
vorite potato salad recipe, fold in 1 pkg. 
lemon flavored gelatin, which has been dis- 
solved in 1 cup meat stock. Chill. Garnish 
with egg slices. To make loaf salads more 
attractive vary the decorations. Top chicken 
loaf with toasted almond slivers, and gar- 
nish a tuna mold with sliced cucumbers. 
For variety a molded fruit salad with 
whipped cream and gelatin base may be 
made into a loaf. 


Cottage Cheese Cake 
Crush 1 pkg. Zwieback, add % cup sugar, 
ly tsp. cinnamon, Y cup melted butter. 
Line sides and bottom of spring pan with 
mixture. Chill. Beat 3 egg yolks thick. 
Blend 1 cup sugar, % cup flour. Rub I's 
lb. cottage cheese through sieve add to mix- 
ture. Stir 1 tsp. vanilla, 1 tbsp. lemon rind. 
Whip 1 cup cream until stiff, fold into 
cheese mixture. Fold in stiffly beaten egg 
whites. Pour over crumb mix. Bake I's 
hours in 300° F. oven. Serve with sugared 
grapes. 
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(Continued from Page 35) 


ought I wanted—everything except the 
and companionship between father 
d son for which there is no substitute. 
was one of those fondly erring parents 
ho feel that hired help or friendly neigh- 
bors can substitute for parents. 

That’s why I grew up having every ad- 
yantage a kid could have—except love. As 
far as | was concerned, love seemed unim- 
portant when you could have your very 
own sports roadster as soon as you were 
old enough to drive and when there was 
never any question about generous allow- 
ances no matter for what questionable 





purpose. 

When I was sixteen I was a practiced 
gambler, drank heavily and played the 
girls hard. Every so often, Dad would 
pause in his hectic life to frown a bit about 
the way I was developing. But mainly, he 
felt, I was sowing my wild oats, having a 
good time; that I would settle down later. 

I was able to fool Dad—and myself—for 
along time about the quality of my work 
in school. I was one of those natively bril- 
liant peop:e who seem to lap up learning 
with uncanny ease without having to get it 
the hard way, spending long, harrowing 
hours at study. Then too, I had a way with 
teachers, especially of the tender gender. 
To the disgust of the genuine scholars in 
my classes, the grubs who dug into their 
texts and spent their lives in libraries and 
museums, I skimmed through my studies 
with the flash and speed of a fish under- 
water, earning high grades, great praise 
and walking off with medals and citations. 

But my most impressive degrees were not 
earned in halls of learning. Ever since 
early high school days I’d been summa cum 
laude on the love seats in the living rooms 
of the most sought-after young ladies. I 
}earned my masters in the psychology of 

ve. 

The thing that gratified me most about 
my reputation was that I was known never 
to have had a girl of my own. But the 
smart bettors would put the heavy money 
on my ability to successfully become third 
man in any going love affair. My best 
buddies never remained buddies long be- 
cause my concept of a true friend was one 
with a sharp chick who would eventually 
give her old man the breeze and take 
whirl at romance with me. 

What a lot of people who knew me could 
never understand about my prowess at 
romance was that I definitely didn’t fit into 
the class of male which girls call pretty 
boys. I didn’t have a face which would 
stop a clock or disorganize a camera. But 
on the other hand, I couldn’t be called 
handsome or even good-looking. But I had 
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BUY BY MAIL! SAVE MONEY! 


America’s Most Stunning Value! 





Exquisite WORK and HOME 


Choice of 3 Fabrics — 4 Colors 
WHITE—AQUA—PINK— YELLOW 


Expensively detailed. James G. Fast Co. 
EXCLUSIVE fashion you cannot get in any 
store. Opens all the way down the side. Con- 
cealed fly with non-rust grippers, roomy 
pockets, 6 gore skirt and set-in belt. Order 
today! 





JAMES G. FAST COMPANY 


Telemt. Maeil-la ae-tia-1-5 om 110 4-1-1 ee 





Send Style No. T728, as illustrated: 


Regular $3.98 VALUE 


Choose Your Favorite Fabric 


10-44......$2.99 
Be so ccesvcvccvcsiole SEEN 
10-44 $2.99 
Coe  SeERSUCKER........... Sa Be 
10-44. a $6.99 
Ne-lron’ ~=—s«- 100% NYLON ....... ++ Me ee 


immediate Delivery-Money Refunded if Not Delighted 





A SIZE 
TO FIT YOU 
10 to 44 
o 143 to 243 
o 46 to 52 







DRESS 


$933 


Regular Sizes in Cot- 
ton. See below for 
prices of other sizes 
and fabrics. 
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Ssh 6s cist eenenenberes 
Check or M.O. O 
c.0.D. oO 
Send Catalog Only 0 


60:60 00:00 +09 ¢Debenees 
Enclose check or money order and save C.O.D. 
charges. Add 25c postage on prepaid orders under 
$4.99. Illinois residents add 2% Sales Tax. 


FREE Catalog 


84 more styles in stock for 
Nurses, Beauticians, Maids, 
Waitresses, Women-in-Industry, 
Housewives, etc. All colors, all 
fabrics, all sizes. 
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IMITATION 


DIAMOND RINGS 


ring set with gr imitation dia- 

nds in 1/30 14Kt yellow Gold 
Plate or Steriing MSiiver, SEND NO 
MONE F 


IONEY. "ay Postman on delivery 
plus Federal at nd postage 
charges on Mo ck eT 


y-Ba 
Clark Ring "Co. Dept. 
2349 Milwaukee Av., } tk a. Hh 
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WANTS A BABY 


Doctor's Invention Gives New Help 


Any woman now gets her own special days when she will 
be most likely to become gnant—with a Doctor’s won- 
derful invention called ADVIS. A-GUIDE. Because ADVIS- 
A-GUIDE (whichis a purse-size automatic indicator) quickly 
shows you your own special days when you are fertile. 
Most important — these special fertile days of yours are the 
only days when you will be most likely to conceive a child. 
And you get these special fertile An of yours easily and 
simply when you use ADVIS-A-GUIDE. Best of all—Doc- 
por and the Church approved and recommended ADVIS- 
GUIDE prineipte. any women have told me their 
ADVIS- A-GUIDE has helped make their married life a 
very happy time. It can do as much for you because you get 
it with 100% money-back guarantee. Just send me your 
neste and address with 35c incoins or stamps. When postman 
delivers your ADVIS-A-GUIDE—sent you ina plain package 
marked personal and complete with simple instructions—pay 
-_ $1.65 plus postage on this 100% money-back guaran- 
: Use your ADVIS-A- GUIDE for 10 days. If you are not 
completely satisfied—if you are not delighted with the way it 
helps you in your marriage relations—return it to me. Wt 
send your full purchase price right back to you by air- 
mail. (You can save 42c postage by sending full price of 
2 in cash or money order or check when you write to me. 
Because then I pay all postage.) Write me personally. 


Mrs. J. L. Fredericks, Director, Dept. 376 
BIRTH RESEARCH CO..1000 SIXTH AVE.,NYC.18,NY, 


$1.95 <"2 $2.95 
Beautiful Solitaire and Wedding | 


|WANT TO MAKE MEN LOVE YOU? 


LAMOUR LOVE DROPS PERFUME— 
Alluring, unforgettable aroma attracts 
and holds love, never fails! Be glam- 
orous, romantic. Make men love you, 
Get that special charm, be irresisti- 
terrific in your romantic 
desires. Take all hearts with this 
tender odor of affection. 
lasts for days. Regular $5 value. 
Only $2 with o 5 i D. 





with directions. Day Mone 
Back Guarantee if not delighted. 
| Write Now. 
LAMOUR CO. 220 W. 42 St. N. Y. 36 












Easy to use Viscose Applications may 

heal many old leg sores due to venous 

congestion of varicose veins, leg swell- 

ing or injuries. Send today for a FREE 

BOOK and NO-COST-FOR-THE- 
TRIAL-plan. 


N.T.VISCOSE COMPANY 
140 N. Dearborn $ St., Chicago 2, Illinois 











“Through a pious life and by a ra- 
tional use of the Psalms, you may obtain 
the grace of God, the favor of Princes, 
and the Love of your fellow man,”’ says 
the author. 

Here are some of the amazing things 
he tells you about: Psalm to receive 
Instruction or information through a 
Dream or Vision. Psalm to escape dan- 
ger. Psalm to become safe from Enemies, 
Psalm to receive GOOD after committing 
a heavy sin. Psalm to make you fortu- 
eg in everything you try to do. Psalm 

‘o free yourself on. Evil Spirits. Psalm 
to make peace BA. Man an 

MIDGET BIBLE FREE 
you can carry the Bible with you at all times 

{amationt Bible in the Worid.) Many people — that this 
is of great value in obtaining things you desir 
SEND NO MONEY. Just send your name and ssdress To- 

postman only $1.49 pilus postage on delivery. 
1 positively GUARANTEE that you will be more than de- 
lighted within § days or your money will be returned 
promptly on request. Order now. 


| LARCH, 118 E. 28th, Dept. 516-F, New York 16 
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found out real early that the lack of maga- 
zine ad attractiveness in a boy or man can 
be turned to advantage if he has a certain 
boldness, a certain confidence and a bag of 
tender or terrible tricks which can awaken 
and hold the attention of the intended 
victim. 

Having always received everything I 
wanted from Dad, I felt the world around 
me Was supposed to gratify my every whim. 
Very often, that kind of attitude intimidates 
people and makes them give in when their 
better judgment tells them they ought to 
take a second thought. 

I don’t suppose you get a very pretty pic- 
ture of me as a high school and college 
youngster. Well, there was nothing pretty 
about it. I was very much the conceited, 
spoiled, smart-alec brat type but with a 
certain amount of very deliberate charm 
which kept me from being unpopular. Of 
course, there were any number of cronies 
who looked up to me and wanted to be in 
my company because I always had plenty 
of money and was very free with it. 

It was money which finally caused the 
big break between Dad and me. It was in 
my sophomore year that I took on Hal 
Martin as my running buddy. Hal was a 
handsome kid from a poor family in Hart- 
ford. We struck up an acquaintance after 
a heated argument because of some con- 
fusion over whose locker belonged to who. 
The argument got so ridiculous that, be- 
fore we knew it. we were laughing at each 
other and finally shaking hands. 

In a very subtle way Hal catered to my 
ego, made me feel like I really was the 
cock of the walk which I always pretended 
to be. I had no way of knowing at the time 
that Hal had ulterior motives, that he was 
using me for a sucker, so we became in- 
separable friends and roommates. Hal’s 
girls were the only ones on or off the 
campus with whom I had a hands-off policy. 
lo me. this was the acid test that I had 
found a true friend. 

As I’ve pointed out, I always had money. 
Hal was one of those people who is always 
five dollars short. I later found out that he 
wasn’t always as broke as he pretended to 
be. But. in my reckless, big-hearted way. I 
vaved off his protests when rent came due 
and I had to pay it without any help from 
him. I was constantly making loans of in- 
reasing size to Hal. He was very clever in 

the way he operated. Never repaying any 
f his debts to me, he would periodically 

ke a big splurge by picking up the check 
when we went out with girls or by buying 

some sort of present and saying it was 
nall token of his appreciation for every- 
ng I'd done. Just when I’d begin to have 
lly bitter thoughts about Hal’s frequent 
ests tor money or his failure to pay his 


‘bills, he’d do something rice which 


feel like a 


He seemed to be able te tel] just how 


heel Tar jaw rating 
0 an4d when to retreat, 
wed been friends tor about six 
nths. Hal got his chance to do his dirty 
ork in a big way. Knowing of my passion 
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for stud poker and having watched me play 
cards at the frat house, he told me one 
evening. 

“You know, Luke, you’re much too good 
a gambler to be wasting your time on these 
small-time card games on the campus. I 
know that you’re much more interested in 
the excitement of the game than in the 
money you win. But playing with the guys 
around here is no test of your ability.” 

“Why not, Hal?” I demanded curiously. 
“T usually win, don’t 1?” 

His tone was scornful. 

“Yeah, what do you win—a few bucks on 
Saturday nights. Compare that few bucks 
you come out ahead with all the money 
you have at stake in the games. Anyway, 
everyone says the reason you can’t be beat 
is that you always have enough dough to 
buy pots. Your money rules the games, not 
your skill.” 

I was stung. 

“Ts that so?” I came back. “Whoever’s 
spreading that tale is a real square. Sure 
I got more dough than the other fellows in 
the game. But there I am a target of every- 
body else. Everyone’s shootin’ at me to get 
lucky and make a real haul when all 
they’ve invested is five, ten bucks. When a 
guy can protect his money with five or six 
others gunning for him, that sounds like 
skill to me. Maybe you don’t realize it, 
Hal, but I’ve been dealin’ ’em since I was 
a kid. I know my way around the board 
and don’t you forget it.” 

“Gee, Ace, don’t get sore.” Hal pleaded. 
“T didn’t mean any harm. All I was getting 
at was that you’ve got class at a card table 
and I hate to see you piddling it away with 
these two-bit ante hustlers. You got every- 
thing to lose. They got nothing. Now, if 
you're really smart, you'll get to play pok- 
er with some cats who’ve got long bank- 
rolls like yourself. Then you’ve got a 
chance to do some good and, at the same 
time, prove to everybody how good you 
are.” 

“And exactly where does one find such a 
situation?” I asked sarcastically. “These 
Joe Colleges—most of them that gamble 
don’t have much money like you said.” 

“But the crowd that plays every Friday 
night at Rico’s does,” Hal informed me 
slyly. 

“Rico’s?” I said curiously. 
that and what is it?” 





“Where’s 


T TURNED OUT that Rico was a Span- 
ish fellow who Hal had met recently 
and who had let Hal in on the secret that 
he ran some real money games at his two 
story frame house in Hartford on Friday 
nights. There were thousands of dollars 
involved in the games. Rico. Hal said. was 
very particular about who he let in on the 
sessions. But he had taken king tor Hal 
and invited him to sit in and bring anyone 
he wanted te bring along. 

“That’s what made me think about you 
and the way you throw away time and take 
a chance on losing lots of money playing 
around the campus,” Hal said. “But then 


maybe you'd be afraid to get into a game 
like Rico’s. I guess those guys are some 
pretty shrewd operators.” 

The challenge worked. I wasn’t going 
to admit I was afraid and Hal knew it, | 
made him promise to take me to Rico's 
that coming Friday night. 

What I didn’t know was that Hal was 
getting ready to make me the victim of g 
lowdown scheme. The truth of the matter 
was that Rico had approached Hal with g 
proposition to give him a cut on whatever 
“sucker trade” he could bring in to a game 
as crooked as a pretzel and as rigged as a 
flagship. 

Rico and his little playmates were no 
small time operators, as Hal had promised, 
They were well-organized. They weren't 
cheap hustlers. They were out for the long 
haul. When a “customer” entered the 
shabby-looking little house on Capen 
Street, they already had him well-cased; 
knew his background; knew how much 
punishment he could stand. 

I walked into this trap like an innocent 
baby. But I didn’t feel like a baby. I felt 
all puffed up with my own self-importance, 
I was going to prove to Hal and myself that 
I was a pro with the cards. Rico, a smooth, 
well-dressed, friendly man with piercing 
eyes and an easy manner immediately made 
me feel at home. He was glad to see me, 
he said, because I was a friend of Hal’s. He 
admitted very confidentially that he didn’t 
allow any and everybody even from the 
college to frequent his place. 

“Only fellas who know 
around,” he said smilingly. 

I won’t go through the details of the 
agony of what happened to me within the 
next couple of weeks. Rico and his boys 
played it cool the first night in seemingly 
innocent enough session of stud with ten 
dollars table stakes. I won that night—he- 
cause they wanted me to—about two hun- 
dred dollars. I was flushed with my victory 
and condescendingly bestowed a fifty dol- 
lar bill on Hal. 

“Don’t ever call me small time again, 
kid,” I warned him. 

I remember that Hal looked a bit un- 
comfortable as he took the money. I guess 
even his conscience bothered him because, 
no doubt. he was already getting his cut 
from the card thugs in anticipation of how 
they were going to take me. 

But Hal covered up his embarrassment. 

“IT never really thought you were small 
time, Luke,” he said. “That’s why I wanted 
you to come here. Boy. you sure can match 
wits with the best.” 

Of course. I was anxious to get back to 
the next Friday night session. 

And, of course. the boys began closing in 
on me then. This time I dropped two-fifty. 


ine 


ng me: 


their way 


They were taking it easy; grea 
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at the fast play, the quick manner in which 
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I sent home to Dad for some extra 
money. I told him I needed some expensive 
equipment for a new course I was going to 
take. He sent me three hundred. 

The following Friday I lost the three 
hundred and, feverish with the desire to get 
back my lost prestige and money, continued 
playing with money I didn’t have. When I 
left, Rico had my IOU for an additional two 
hundred dollars. 

“Don’t worry about a thing, Lukie,” he 
told me comfortingly. “Rico isn’t hungry. 
Besides, smart boy like you will get it back 
and then some when your luck changes.” 

My suspicions were beginning to come to 
life and Rico must have sensed it. The 
following Friday, the action wasn’t quite 
as rough. I won a little, but not enough to 
pay the IOU. When I pushed back my 
chair. indicating I’d had enough, Rico was 
right at my side with two crisp hundred 
dollar bills. 

“Go ahead. Keep playing,” he invited. 

I was fool enough to fall for that. I lost 
the two hundred. I now owed Rico four 
hundred dollars. 

That’s the way it went for the next few 
weeks until the night they decided to put 
the pressure on me but good. I don’t know 
how I could have been such a fool. I was 
losing heavily and should have had sense 
enough to quit early in the morning when 
I was five hundred dollars in the red—five 
hundred dollars that belonged to Rico. The 
worse my luck got, the more reckless I be- 
came. Stakes were so high at this point 
that one good winning pot would wipe out 
a major part of my debt. I never won that 
pot. Four o’clock Saturday afternoon, my 
eyes looking like that of a wild man, my 
temples throbbing with the horror of the 
situation I had gotten myself into, I 
checked up with Rico. I was in the hole 
fourteen hundred dollars including the 
tabs I’d run up with him before. 

I staggered up from the table. 
helpless beaten look at Hal. 

“C’mon, let’s go.” I told him. 

Rico came noiselessly behind us as we 
got to the door. 

“Luck hasn’t changed yet. huh kid?” he 
said cheerfully. 

“No, Rico,” I mumbled. “Look. 
I'd better quit playing for a while—until I 
can square you away. Fourteen hundred’s 
a lot of bread.” 

“Oh, not for you,” Rico said. 
what he knew about me to make him say 
that. “By the way. kid, I’m not worried 
about the money. But things are sort of 
tight through here. When you think you 
can pay, huh?” 

I felt hopelessly trapped. Only a few 
hours earlier, Rico had been shoving money 
at me, telling me not to worry. Now he was 
closing in. Even Dad wasn’t going to go 
along about that much money without find- 
ing out a pretty good reason and he'd skin 
me alive if he ever knew what I’d been 
doing. 

“Gee, Rico,” I said pleadingly. “You’ve 
got to give me a little time. I haven’t got 
anything like that kind of money.” 
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“Your poppa has,” Rico said slyly. 

I was horrified. 

“What do you know about my father?” 
I demanded heatedly. 

Rico smiled and shrugged his shoulders. 
| didn’t realize why Hal shifted his feet 
uneasily. 

“Everybody knows your poppa,” Rico 
said soothingly. “He’s a big man. Couple 
grand is nothing to him. “Call him up, 
Lukie. Call him tomorrow. Tomorrow 
night, I'll call you.” 

Rico turned and walked back toward the 
gambling room. He went noiselessly. I 
stared after him. Call him up—tomorrow, 
Rico had said. That wasn’t a suggestion. 
It was an order. 

I was silent as Hal and I drove back to 
the campus. 

“Sorry, pal,” Hal said, breaking my de- 
pressed mood. “I feel sort of responsible.” 

“Tt’s all right, Hal,” I told him. “I'll 
work it out.” 

I'd already decided what I’d do. Rico 
looked like he could get nasty; like he’d 
even get in touch with Dad. I’d do any- 
thing to avoid that. Anything meant sell- 
ing my car. It was a spanking new Cadillac 
Coupe deVille which Dad had just given 
me for my birthday. That was it. Id sell 
the car to Rico—rather, let him hold it for 
security on the fourteen hundred. He 
ought to be willing to give me another 
thousand. With a thousand and no worry 
about a debt, with careful playing, I was 
cure I could get back in my stride and win 
enough to reclaim the car. Then I’d quit 
cold. ; 

When Rico called the following night, I 
told him my idea. 

“Sounds good, kid,” he said carefully. 
‘Only I couldn’t let you have another thou- 
sand. Too much. Maybe five-six hundred.” 

“What!” I gasped. “Rico, you know what 
that car sells for and it isn’t two weeks 

old.” 

Rico was adamant. He suggested I do it 
his way or not at all. Bitterly, I gave in. 

The next day I signed title of the car 
ver to Rico. He allowed me six-fifty above 
what I owed him. I couldn’t wait until the 
ext Friday night. An irrepressible opti- 
ism told me I’d be lucky this time. 

I wasn’t. I let the fever and excitement 
the game, plus my almost frantic des- 
‘ration go to my head after I'd lost every 
nt of the six-fifty. When the game ended, 
vas a thousand in the hole again. This 

Rico made no pretense. He shoved a 
nk check under my nose. 

Make it for a thousand, 
"he commanded softly. 


out to Rico 

{ don’t have that kind of money in the 
> T protested. 

fie smiled. 

: hold it a few days,” he promised. 

ahead, Lukie. Make it out.” 

threw an agonized took at the door. 


tanced wp Rico’s face and the 


s p a. 
of ine men around the tabie. They 
re all looking at me, grimily sadistic. I 


then the whole scheme, except for 


Hal’s part. But there was nothing I could 
do. No one had to spell it out for me; that 
I had to sign that check if I wanted to get 
out of there in one piece. I signed. 

All that day I was in a terrible ferment 
of fear. I knew Rico’s promise about hold- 
ing the check was about as valuable as the 
check itself. There was nothing for me to 
do but confess to Dad. I borrowed a couple 
of dollars and took a train home. 

Dad was waiting for me. Dad knew al- 
ready. Rico had worked fast. Dad was 
furious. He had no pity on me. 

He had paid off the debt, Dad informed 
me. I was worthless, a liar, no good. He 
had given me everything a man could give 
his son and I didn’t appreciate it. He had 
been overlooking my extravagances, my ir- 
responsibility long enough. He was going 
to give me one last chance. I was to go 
back to school and get down to my work. 
The next time he heard of me gambling, he 
was going to have nothing more to do 
with me. 

Dad was one of those easy-going people 
with an almost temper when 
aroused. The unfortunate thing was that 
I’d inherited his temper. Guilty as I was, 
I resented his anger and mine flared to 
match it. We had a terrible quarrel and I 
stalked out of the house telling him not to 
worry about me. I was leaving school and 
home. 

When I got back to the campus, I headed 
straight for my place. I was intending to 
pack up my things and leave. I didn’t 
know where I was going or how I was go- 
ing to get there. All I knew was that I was 
going somewhere. It dusk. A few 
steps from the dormitory, I saw Hal get out 
of a Buick convertible. It was Rico’s car. 
I stood in the shadows and watched. Rico 
was handing Hal something. They said a 
friendly goodnight. 

Instinct made me follow noiselessly be- 
hind Hal as he went up to our room. I 
waited outside the door a minute or so 
after he’d gone in. Then I burst in. Hal 
was sitting on the bed counting out a roll of 
bills. He looked up at 
guilty. I walked over to him and smashed 


insane 


was 


me, scared and 


him in the face, once, twice, three times 
until the blood was all over my fist. I 
stooped down and scooped up the money. 
Then I packed all my clothes, took my lug- 
gage and walked out of the room. Hal was 
out on the bed, bleeding. 


THE NEXT FEW DAYS were a modern 

version of the Lost Weekend. I bought 
a train ticket to Bridgeport. My only 
reason for picking Bridgeport was that I’d 
once had an exciting weekend there with a 
hot litthe number named Carrie Hill. I was 
bitter with the world, felt >etrayed both by 
Dad and Hal. ft nac been a :ong time since 
I'd had some uiquor and some toving and 
forgotten about everyibire cise. That was 
what i needed and i could use Hal’s thirty 
pieces of siiver (actuaiiy about three hun- 
After that, who 


dred dollars) to get it. 


knew and who cared. 


From the Bridgeport station I phoned 
Carrie. She was an eager, dizzy dame with. 
out a shred of morals or a thought in her 
head. Tank her up with good Scotch and 
you had an overnight or weekend date any 
time. It was just a question of who called 
her on the phone first and had a littl 
capital to float the deal. 

Carrie was home and Carrie was willing. 

For the next three days it was Scotch 
and Carrie. Very little food. Plenty of 
lovin’-—the soft beat of music from the 
quarter radio, the wild beat of the rhythm 
of our passion, the wild sense of possession, 
of being locked away from the world. 

But that couldn’t last any longer than 
three days. The only thing Carrie and | 
had for each other was physical attraction, 
The evening of the third day, Carrie began 
whining questions about why couldn't we 
get married. I cut out of there—fast! 

That was when I had to face myself. | 
was so much alone. Already I was home. 
sick for my own home and Dad, wishing | 
hadn’t been so hot-headed, realizing that 
Dad’s blowup had been only what I de. 
served. But I was stubborn and I knew 
Dad was. It would take a miracle to patch 
that up. With a couple of hundred dollars, 
all I had in the world, I had to find some 
way to plan my future. 

The thought of a job was distasteful to 
me. I’d never had to do a lick of work. But 
that seemed to be the only way out. I had 
all the instincts to become a_ successful 
bum, but just a tiny bit too much pride. 

What kind of job could I get. I wasn't 
qualified for anything in particular. [Td 
always looked forward to setting myself up 
in some soft business, backed by Dad’s 
capital and letting flunkies do all the work. 

I hadn’t learned too much more than 
how to drink good whiskey, love pretty 
women and drive expensive cars. 

Driving cars—that was it. Maybe I could 
line up a job as a chauffeur to some rich 
old businessman who didn’t do too much 
going about. I’d have plenty of time for 
myself and it would beat a laborer’s hustle. 
Bridgeport, like most Connecticut cities. 
had some pretty rich residents. In the 
morning when I woke up and got rid of 
this lousy hangover, I’d go around to some 
employment agencies and see what I could 
do. 

It took a week before I found what I was 
looking for; an opening for a chauffeur. | 
didn’t too much relish the idea of driving 
for a woman, but the Ace Agency was the 
fifth place I’d been that week and they had 
a listing for a chauffeur’s job. They gave 
me a referral card. I was to see a Mrs. 
Toy Raines, who lived in a ritzy, outlying 
section of the city. No doubt, some fuse 
old hag who would make notes on how 
much of her gas i used up in my spare 
time, I groused to myseit as I rode the bus 
out to her home. 





Home, did I say. That place was a take 
off on an ancestrai mansion, It was sé 
dead center in sweeping grounds, separal- 
ed from the peasant world by huge iron 
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ye iron 


fences. The building was majestically 


beautiful. 

One of those Hollywood-type butlers an- 
swered the door and looked disapproving. 
| suppose because I had walked right up to 
the front entrance. I gave him the referral 
card and he left me standing in the hall 
feeling like a loose end. 

I was busy studying the rich tapestries 
and rare oils displayed in the great hall 
when I heard swift, light footsteps descend- 
ing the winding stairway behind me. I 
turned and almost flipped my lid. This 
couldn’t be Mrs. Toy Raines. Not this del- 
icate, China doll-looking beauty coming 
toward me. She was all pink and white and 
sweet-looking like a fabulous birthday 
cake. She looked as if she were in her 
early thirties. Golden hair swept from her 
proud head several inches below her shou!- 
ders. She was smiling and moving toward 
me with a subtle grace that had as much 
animal in it as the movements of a lean 
tigress. 

“Mr. Carter,” she said, extending her 
hand, “I’m Mrs. Raines. Won’t you come 
in and rest your things.” 

The contact with her hand sent a strange 
delight through me. Easy, boy, I told my- 
self. Let’s not get ideas that can get you 
strung up even in free Connecticut. What 
you want is a job not a hemp necktie. But, 
brother. this was some babe. Friendly as 
the devil, too. 

I sat uneasily on the edge of a deep chair 
as Mrs. Raines faced me from behind her 
exquisitely fashioned desk in her oaken 
study. She chatted in an easy manner, all 
the time sizing me up, here and there com- 
ing up with carefully-planned questions. 
She was really getting a line on me. I had 
prepared a bunch of good-sounding lies to 
insure getting the job. But you didn’t have 
to lie to Mrs. Raines. In fact, it wouldn’t 
have been easy. She seemed so trusting. so 
interested. 

“I go into the city a lot.” she confided. 
“New York City. And I keep terrible 
hours. But I pay good money.” 

She smiled charmingly. I would have 
worked for this woman for thirty a week at 
the point. But the salary she mentioned 
was more than generous. 

After more questions, Mrs. Raines stood 
up and asked. 

“Well, Mr. Carter, what do you say we 
give each other a trial for a couple of 
weeks? Starting Monday.” 

“Fine, Mrs. Raines.” I agreed. Give each 
other a trial. This lady was gracious as a 
queen. I just hoped I'd be able to keep the 
admiration and desire out of my eyes when 
I looked at her. She was really class. I’d 
have to be careful to stay in my place. 

Working for Mrs. Raines the first couple 
of weeks was a soft snap. I did practically 
nothing. I was just there on call and other 
than taking her downtown on a few shop- 
ping trips and keeping her Cadillac new 
penny bright, there was nothing to do. Oh, 
yes, there was too. There was a cute col- 
ored maid named Frances with whom I got 
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more than casual after the first week. 
Frances slept in at the Raines house. I did 
too several nights She 
was a sweet kid and acted like she was 
love-starved. I got some information out of 


in Frances’ room. 


her about our mistress. 

Toy Raines was a widow. Her late hus- 
band, a fabulously wealthy department 
store magnate, had kicked off a couple of 
years before. 

“She’s frantic.” Frances confided. “Has 
one man after another. But she’s got so 
much class and she’s so slick. hardly any- 
one knows it.” 

“How does she manage to cover up in a 
place like Bridgeport where everybody’s 
business is everybody else’s business?” I 


asked, 
Frances looked as though she was afraid 
to reveal the secret. Then, unable to hold 


the juicy bit of information. she told me 
something which almost made the hair rise 
on my head. 

“She goes for colored 
said. “Runs up to Harlem 
doesn’t fool with any trash though. She’s 
big-time 


Frances 
She 


men.” 
often. 


had a couple of doctors and 
lawyers up there. Covers that up too by 
pretending to be very much interested in 
the social agencies.” 

Learning this from Frances gave me my 
first ideas about how mad it would be if I 
could score with Toy Raines. The very 
idea was absurd however. I wasn’t even in 
her league. Picture her having anything to 
do with her chauffeur. The few times I’d 
come in contact with her since I started on 
the job she’s been as friendly as that first 
day but ours was strictly a relationship of 
employer-employee. Then again, based on 
my inner emotions, it wasn’t. Every time I 
saw her, every time I drove her somewhere, 
I felt the heat of desire singing in my body. 
Knowing now that Toy Raines played the 
game of love loosely and that she preferred 
her lovers copper-colored didn’t help me 
cool off any. I found myself dreaming about 
her, talking words of love and passion to 


her, imagining she was with me all the 
while. 

I got such a bad case that I seriously 
considered quitting the job. With thoughts 
like I had, I was bound to get myself into 
trouble. But Toy Raines herself solved 
that problem. 

“Luke, I'll be wanting you to take me to 
New York this weekend,” my employer 
told me one Thursday. 

“Yes ma’am,” I answered. She had 
called me into her sitting room. She'd just 
gotten out of bed and she was dream lovely 
in a silken negligee which was quite re- 
spectable but oh so stimulating to the im- 
agination. I hastened to get out of there. 
Just as I got to the door, Mrs. Raines called 
me back. 

“By the way, Luke,” she said with a mis- 
chievous glint in her sea blue eyes. “I 
gather you're getting along very well with 
the rest of the people who work here.” 

“Oh course, ma’am,” I answered, bewil- 
dered. “They’re all very fine people.” 

“Especially Frances, Luke?” she asked 
significantly, looking straight through me. 

I wanted to go through the floor. She 
knew about Frances and me. Maybe she 
was getting ready to fire me as pleasantly 
as she’d hired me. 

I didn’t know what to say so I looked 
down at the floor. Her next words relieved 
me. 

“T don’t blame you, Luke,” she said 
kindly. “Frances is a very attractive girl.” 

“Yes ma’am,” I said. I turned and head- 
ed for the door again. 

As I was closing the door, Toy Raines 
called softly: 

“And Luke—I 
either.” 

I closed the door fast. My blood was on 
fire. My brain was a whirl. Toy Raines 
was on the make for me—her chauffeur. 
She couldn’t have made that any clearer by 
putting it in neon. I was trembling with 
joy and fear. Maybe my fantastic dream 
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don’t blame Frances 








was about to come true. Maybe I’d get a 
chance, after all. But I had to keep my 
head. I had to play it smart or I’d mess up 
the works. 


PrRIDAY AFTERNOON seemed ages 

coming. Right after dinner, we set out, 
speeding over the beautiful Merrick Park- 
way, headed for New York. Toy Raines 
was quiet for almost a half hour after we 
got going. I stole furtive glances at her 
through the rear view mirror. She was 
reading a magazine. She looked like a fairy 
princess in her beautifully tailored clothes. 
| wondered what lucky man was going to 
be her companion for the weekend. 

It wasn’t long before I found out. 

“Luke,” Mrs. Raines said softly. 

I stiffened. 

“Yes ma’am.” 

“Luke isn’t that sunset the most gorgeous 
thing you ever saw?” 

I glanced up at the scarlet fires in the 
darkening sky. 

“Sure is, ma’am,” I agreed nervously. 

“Luke.” 

“Yes ma’am.” 

“Do something for me?” 

“Of course.” 

“Don’t call me ma’am.” 

There was a pregnant silence. I just 
couldn’t open my mouth. I speeded up 
furiously. 

‘Let me hear you say Toy,” she begged. 
“Say it the same way you say Frances, 
Luke, the same way you say Frances when 
you and Frances are alone.” 

I felt as though I was living in a dream. 

“Toy,” I said hoarsely, feeling stupid, 
but feeling as though the greatest thing 
that could ever happen to me was about to 
happen. 

“Tt sounds beautiful, Luke,” Mrs. Raines 
said. “Only I think you can say it better 
than that. We'll find out, Luke. Tonight. 
I’m going to register in the Midtown. You 
can register anywhere you like. But to- 
night, Luke, tonight at nine, I’d like to see 
you—without the chauffeur’s uniform. That 
all right with you?” 

“Yes ma’am,” I said mechanically. Some- 
thing was screaming inside my brain. It 
had happened. I was going to have that 
dream come true, 

“Not ma’am, Luke,” she corrected me. 
“Tov.” 
she leaned her head back and 
closed her eyes. 

| think I made record time to New York. 
[ wanted to be alone like a miser likes to 
ve alone with his gold. I wanted to think 

it what was going to happen. I wanted 


Phen 


to convince myself I wasn’t dreaming. 
[t wasn’t a dream doubling back to Toy 
Raines’ hotel that night at nine. It wasn’t 
ream having her fling open the door of 
expensive suite. It wasn’t a dream see- 
her standing behind the closed door, 
ng me, the whiff ot some exotic essence 
st stupetying me, the sheer flimsiness 
er negligee holding me spellbound as 
vealed shamelessly the rounded delight 


shapely body. It wasn’t a dream 


when her arms went around me and a sob 
caught in her throat. Her lips throbbed 
warm on mine and my hands played in the 
long golden hair, slipped to her shoulders, 
found the curve of her pure throat. A low 
moan escaped from me as we stood taking 
love, giving love, anticipating and prepar- 
ing for love... . 

From that moment on, I ceased being 
Toy Raines’ chauffeur and became her 
lover. 

Life took on a wonderful glow for me. 
While I still wore the uniform and assumed 
the duties of a servant, I was actually mas- 
ter of the Raines mansion—behind the 
scenes. Although we had to be very careful 
about it, Toy and I lived almost as man and 
wife right under the somewhat suspicious 
noses of the servants. 

Toy had an almost insatiable appetite for 
love. She told me over and over that I was 
the greatest thing that had ever happened 
to her. The old ego I had once known 
soared on the wings of her worship and 
her desire to be dominated completely by 
me. Every time she went shopping she 
would bring me a gift, an expensive shirt, 
diamond cuff links, anything which she 
thought I might like. Receiving my salary 
from her became a gesture which was ac- 
tually a joke because she was so generous 
about giving me money, crisp new hundred 
dollar bills whenever and in whatever quan- 
tity I wanted them. I guess I was Con- 
necticut’s highest-paid chauffeur. 

The only time we had trouble was when 
Toy displayed her overbearing possessive- 
ness and jealousy. I had ignored the piti- 
ful advances of Frances, the cute maid, 
since I had begun going with Toy. But Toy 
refused to believe that and began accusing 
me, at first playfully, then seriously, of 
carrying on my affair with Frances behind 
her back. 

One evening when I had stayed out very 
late—coincidentally on Frances’ day off— 
Toy flew into a towering rage. We quar- 
relled and, allowing my temper to get the 
best of me, I walked back out of the house 
and went to an all-nite club in Stamford, 
where I proceeded to get soused. When I 
returned late the next day, Toy had per- 
emptorily discharged Frances. 

I thought this was a dirty trick and told 
her so. She accused me of worrying about 
Frances because I wanted to keep her 
around for my own purposes. We quar- 
relled again. 

But the next day Toy did something 
which made it impossible for me to remain 
angry. She gave me a fabulous gift—a 
spanking new convertible Cadillac. 

“When you get mad at me and want to 
run off to cool off. you will have your own 
car to do it in,” she said, half-teasing. 

We were standing in her bedroom, look- 
ing down at the car which had just been 
delivered and was standing in back of the 
house shining in all its glory. 

I took her in my arms tenderly. 

“T’ll never want to run away from you, 
darling.” I whispered. 


I forgot about Frances. 

An unfortunate incident occurred a week 
later. Toy and I had been in Harlem for 
the weekend and arrived home late Sunday 
evening. We had been drinking heavily. 

“Come on up with me,” Toy begged 
when we came in the house. 

“Okay, honey. Just for a few minutes, 
I’m dead on my feet,” I agreed. 

We'd always been very careful never to 
get caught in a compromising situation, 
But we messed up that next morning. Toy’s 
French maid tipped into the room about 
ten o'clock. I had fallen asleep in Toy’s 
arms. I awoke in time to see the maid 
gasp, turn and run out of the room. 

I awoke Toy and told her. We were 
quite concerned about gossip starting 
among the servants, gossip which would 
spread throughout the community of so- 
cially important families. 

I seized this opportunity to make Toy 
agree to something which I’d wanted for a 
long time. I was quite impressed with my. 
self now that I was Toy’s lover. But I hated 
being her chauffeur, too. She had plenty of 
money, I reasoned. Why couldn’t she—and 
why shouldn’t she—set me up in my own 
place in Harlem. There’d be much more 
freedom for both of us. We wouldn’t have 
to worry about sneaking around the house. 
We wouldn’t have to fear the prying eyes 
of the servants. 

Toy reluctantly agreed to the plan. Her 
biggest objection was that she felt I wanted 
to have the freedom to cheat on her. | 
talked her out of that, pointing out that 
she’d always have keys to the city apart- 
ment. She could easily hire another chauf- 
feur and come to the city whenever she got 
ready, stay as long as she liked. 

The next day Toy gave me a large check. 
I went to New York and looked for a suit- 
able apartment. Of course, the housing 
situation was bad but money talks every- 
where. I got a lovely place on Sugar Hill. 
We had a great deal of fun furnishing the 
place. Toy spent money like water, buying 
the best of modern furniture and everything 
else necessary. The beautiful blond tele- 
vision set alone cost seventeen hundred. | 
was going to live like a king. 

I was arrogantly proud of the progress 
I’d made since the day Id left school and 
home, beaten and betrayed. I had a com- 
fortable sum in the bank. Carefully I'd 
saved most of the money Toy had given me. 

At first Toy came into the city almost 
every other night. She would get to the 
apartment at the weirdest hours. popping 
in without any warning. I sensed that she 
was testing me, trying to find out how much 
I ran around, whether I was being true. I 
played it smart. I was home most of the 
time. Toy had given me a wonderful | 
brary and I did a great deal of reading, 
became an ardent teevee bug. After a tew 
months, Toy seemed satisfied that 1 was 
true to her. I had been too because, witi 
Toy, a man didn’t need another wom. 
She demanded and gave so fully that there 
wasn’t any sense in running around. Then 
too, I had a deep sense of gratitude for all 
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she’d done for me. 

She began coming in only on weekends, 
letting me know in advance that she was 
coming. We talked to each other daily on 
the phone. 

Toy’s trust made me begin to get care- 
less. At first, filled with boredom over the 
rather restricted life I had to lead, I turned 
to my old love—and downfall—gambling. 
I'd made a number of friends on the Hill 
and found out where the most lucrative 
sessions were held. Every so often I had 
my gambling buddies over to my apartment 
for a game. 

I made certain however that my gam- 
bling would end up the way it had in Con- 
necticut. There were no pros or slick boys 
in the crowd. 

Soon I was spending three nights a week 
playing cards, often remaining out all 
night. 

One of Harlem’s bigtime playboys gave 
a party one night. I got an invitation, hav- 
ing sat in on several games with him. His 
lush apartment was crowded with beauti- 
fully-gowned women and their escorts. 
Standing in a corner, chatting with a bunch 
of the fellows near the plentifully-stocked 
bar, I glanced idly about the room, saw a 
familiar face and did a fast double-take. It 
was Frances, the girl I’d run out on for 
Toy. 


I made my way across the room to her. 


“Frances,” I exclaimed happily. “What 
good luck I’m having tonight. Seeing you 
again.” 


The look Frances gave me would have 
been fatal if looks had the power to kill. 

“Well. well, if it isn’t Don Juan without 
his uniform,” she said nastily. I noticed 
that she was pretty high. I was feeling 
good myself. 

I sat down next to her and started talk- 
ing. At first she gave me the alternately 
sarcastic and cold treatment. Finally, I per- 
suaded her to dance and the intimate close- 
ness of our bodies brought back to both of 
us the feeling we’d had for each other. We 
ended up in a deserted little room down the 
hall where the guests’ coats were. I took 
Frances in my arms and told her passion- 
ately how much I had missed her, how 
sorry I was for what I’d done. 

It was inevitable that we should find our- 
selves at my place an hour later. 

I don’t know why I didn’t have sense 
enough to take Frances to a hotel. 

I do know that it will be many a day be- 
fore I forget the chill that shot through me 
when Frances and I, clinging together in a 
long, intimate kiss, were interrupted by the 
sound of a key turning in the lock I lept 
guiltily away from Frances. It couldn’t be 
Toy on a Wednesday night I told myself 
prayerfully as the door swung open. It was 
Toy, standing in the door, shaking with 
fury as she took in the scene. 

“How pretty,” she said in a grating voice. 

“How very pretty. This is the way the man 
I bought, body and soul, remains true to me 
when my back is turned. Seems like I’ve 
met your little playmate before, Luke. Oh, 
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don’t invite me in to the apartment I paid 
for, to sit in one of my chairs or to have a 
drink with you two lovebirds. I’m not in 
the mood for slumming tonight. No, Luke, 
don’t interrupt. I don’t want to hear you 
echo the old cliches—like ‘I can explain.’” 

I shuddered at the rising anger in Toy’s 
voice. She wasn’t talking loudly, soft as 
ever, but with an undercurrent of passion 
which might explode at any minute. 

She turned her attention from me to 
Frances. 

“Looks like I never really got rid of you, 
dear,” she cooed viciously. “By the way, 
thanks for your little note. You’ve con- 
vinced me now of what Luke is. Only, I 
hope when he finds out what you did, he’ll 
still want you. Because I don’t want him 
any longer. No, I won’t go haywire and 
smash up my furniture. I’m glad it was 
only money I lost and not my heart. I’m 
glad I’m not in love with this cheap, dou- 
ble-dealing ex-chauffeur. I’m glad I don’t 
ever fall in love with any man and that I 
can have as many as I want. Some day, 
Luke dear, why not come out to the place 
and meet my new chauffeur. He’s very 
good-looking and I think, a little smarter 
than you, if not more dependable. Only 
when you come, please don’t ring the front 
doorbell.” 


T° DREW A SHARP BREATH, gave 

me a bitter little smile and turned and 
went out the door, a lady to the last. She 
didn’t slam it. 

I had to exercise great self-control to 
keep from calling out her name, to restrain 
myself from dashing after her, begging her 
to come back. At that moment I knew I 
was very much in love with her. But I 
thought fast. Toy would never forgive me. 
Why waste time trying to get her back. I 
wasn’t so bad off. I had a few thousands in 
the bank, this apartment and everything 
valuable in it—and there was Frances. 
Frances was pretty enough, sweet enough 
to help me forget. 

The job ahead of me—immediately 
ahead of me—was to placate Frances. I 
hadn't told her Toy and I were still lovers. 
I had lied and said I’'d come into some 
money, quit the job and gotten this apart- 
ment myself. I’d admit I’d lied. I could 
now for Frances knew now for certain that 
roy and I were through. I turned slowly to- 
vard Frances, wondering as I did what 
loy had meant about receiving a note from 

r. I found out with lightning sudden- 





Frances had quietly put on her hat and 
eat and was standing looking at me with 
. malicious triumph glowing in her eyes, a 
devilish deli cht. 
sioney, a pegan. 

Frances spoke coolly, distinctly, 
‘’s drop the masks, Luke,” she said. 
irop the honey business and [ll drop 
» come back to you, lover’ routine. 
re smart, Luke, so smart that dumb 
me outsmarted you. I knew this 
“n't your apartment. I knew you were 


still carrying on with that rich tart who just 
left. I know lots about you, Luke, lots. I 
made it my business to find out every move 
you made. Once I loved you very deeply 
and you turned on me to become a hired 
lover. A colored girl wasn’t good enough 
for you. You were interested in white and 
the only other color you like is the color of 
money, even tainted money. 

I gasped at the viciousness of Frances’ 
attack. 

She continued, moving slowly toward the 
door. 

“I promised myself I’d get even with you, 
Luke,” she said. “I think our score has 
been settled tonight. Yes, I wrote your 
Mrs. Raines a note. I wrote her that if 
she’d come in town tonight, she’d find out 
how true her boy friend was to her. I got 
myself invited to your friends’ party. I even 
arranged it so that you were invited. I 
stood outside this house early this evening 
and made certain that you came out the 
door. I followed you in a cab to make cer- 
tain you’d be at the party. If this hadn’t 
worked, I'd have managed to meet you 
somehow. Now, if you don’t mind, I’m tired 
of pretending that I want your phony 
kisses. I’m going home.” 

She walked out of the door, leaving me 
aghast at the way my world had crumbled 
around me in a matter of minutes. 


I’d lost Toy and Frances too, all in one 
night. Like Frances said, I'd been too 
smart for my own good. 

I poured myself a stiff drink. I kept 
pouring them all night long. 

The irony of it all was that, too late, I’d 
discovered I loved Toy truly. In her rage, 
she had revealed to me what she was—a 
neurotic thrill-seeker who deliberately 
bought men, who convinced them and her. 
self that she loved them, but who could 
shake them off, get them out of her system 
the minute something went wrong or the 
minute she got tired. I thought of her 
crack about her new chauffeur. I wondered 
what he looked like, how long it would be 
before... . 

I fell asleep in the chair. 

That was three years ago. 

I’m back home now, home with Dad. | 
came back, crawling back in humility after 
I'd drunk up and gambled away everything 
I had, even to the costly furniture in the 
Harlem apartment. Dad took me in his 
arms and forgave me. He had a prayer in 
his eyes that I had changed for the better, 
I have. I’ve talked Dad into getting out of 
the racket. We’ve got a neat real estate 
business going and I’ve proven to him that 
I’m worthy of confidence. 

I’ve proven to myself that back street 
winds right down to Heartbreak House. 

THE END 





My Romance with Minnie Minoso 


(Continued from Page 30) 


attentive and really seemed to be interested 
in me. We began to date regularly after 
that first meeting, sometimes a show at a 
drive-in theater after I got off from work, 
at other times a short drive out of the city 
to get away from the heat or maybe a beach 
party where we would stretch out on blan- 
kets in the sand and just talk to find out 
more about each other. I remember he told 
me once that he thought of himself as just a 
very simple fellow who liked to play base- 
ball and that when he saw someone he 
liked, he just wanted to know them and like 
them. He said he didn’t want me to worry 
about anything where the two of us were 
concerned, and for me to not be ashamed 
to be seen with him or be with him because 
he had only the best intentions at heart. 

I believed him then. Certainly he had not 
given me any cause to believe otherwise. 
He had acted the part of a perfect gentle- 
man, even to the point of coming by my 
home two days after we first met and ask- 
ing my mother if it was all right with her if 
I went out with him. I guess that was why 
I learned to admire and love him so much 
In the segcinning, pelieving that ne was the 
kind or man wno wouic aiways do the right 
ining nc matter heat, 

But now quick:y al! that was to change. 
Wsnin five months atter we veg?n aating 
_ was to 1earn one day ine snocking news 
tnat 1 was going to nave a Davy. « nad no 
idea at the time that that was the cause of 
my feeling faint and dizzy sometimes, and 


I thought it strange too once when Minnie 
complained to me that he had been both- 
ered with an upset stomach, then asked me 
if I had been feeling all right. I told him 
yes, not even suspecting then that I was 
pregnant with his child. Then, when base- 
ball season ended, he left Chicago in Oc- 
tober, said he was going home to Cuba and 
that he would write. 

It was about a month after that when I 
was told that I was an expectant mother. | 
had changed jobs and was working at a 
Woolworth’s Five and Ten Cent Store in 
downtown Chicago on State Street. I got 
up one morning—it was Nov. 6, 1952—and 
was fixing some toast before going to work 
when suddenly I began to feel warm and 
dizzy, then collapsed in a dead faint. | 
stayed off from work that day to see 4 
doctor and find out what was wrong, but ! 
was never more surprised when he finally 
told me in six simple words what I had 
least expected to know. “Young lady,” he 
said, “you’re three months pregnant.” 

I sat there almost dumbfounded. A con 
fusion of thoughts began to race through 
my numbed brain. Wiat would my peonl: 
say? My mother? How wouid she accer- 
it? Worse, where was I tc reach Minnie 1 
Cuba? He hadn’t written. ] had no ac 
dress. What would he say when J iolc him? 
Wonat would he do? 

As luck would have it, I got a jetter trom 
him the next day with his return address 
on it. It was the first I had received from 
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him in more than a month that he had been 
gone, but he wrote that he had missed me 
and asked me to write to him as soon as 
possible. I did. I wrote him back that same 
day and told him that I was soon to become 
the mother of his child and asked him what 
todo. But there the correspondence ended. 
I never heard from him again until Christ- 
mas—over a month later—when he sent a 
Christmas card, but no mention of what I 
had asked him about concerning our baby. 

Maybe I was wrong then to trus: to love, 
believing that he surely would realize soon- 
er or later what a serious end our romance 
had led to, but I guess that was the second 
mistake I made. I didn’t see or hear from 
Minnie Minoso until he came back to Chi- 
cago in April, a month before our baby was 
to be born. I went to him as soon as I 
learned he was in town and asked him 
point blank what he intended to do. It was 
then he told me that there couldn’t possibly 
be any marriage because he had already 
married a girl in Cuba. He said he found 
out when he got back to Cuba that a girl 
named Julie he had known before he knew 
me had borne him a son and that they had 
married and named the son Orestes 
Minoso. Jr. 

I cried a little when he told me that. I 
just couldn’t believe what I had heard. 
Why, I asked, hadn’t he written to say these 
things before now? Why had he led me 
on, letting me go on believing that we 
meant something to each other? 

There weren’t any answers as far as 
Minnie was concerned. His best explana- 
tion was that he had been busy and just 
never had been able to find the time to 
write. Then he told me that he was sorry 
things had turned out as they had, but for 
me not to worry, that he was going to ac- 
cept the responsibility and do right by me. 

For a while I thought he had every in- 
tention of living up to that promise. He 
gave me money to buy baby clothes, paid 
all the doctor’s bills and seemed more con- 
cerned than ever about how I was getting 
along. Then when our baby—Lynette— 
was born he started coming by as often as 
he could to see her when the ball club was 
not on the road. He seemed to be very 
much in love with his new daughter, and 
everything that needed to be done, he did. 
Once, I remember. he brought Rodriquez 
by with him to see Lynette and Rodriquez 
remarked playfully that he was going to 
see to it that 
Lynette. 


one of his sons married 

At the time, it seemed that everything 
was going to be all right. But before the 
season was over I got the first hint of what 
people were saying to him about me and 
about our baby. I found out that he and 
Connie Johnson—another fellow on the ball 
club—had got into an argument one day 
and that Connie had told him: “Man, 
youre simple it you think that’s your baby. 
Nobody your color could have a that 
light.” 

I didn’t pay much attention to it at the 
time, because | believed that Minnie would 
live up to his word and do for Lynette as 


baby 


he had promised. I had every reason to be- 
lieve that because when the season ended 
he gave me $200 just before he left in Oc- 
tober and told me that would “take care of 
things” until he could send some more. 
Then a month went by before I heard from 
him again. He wrote and told me to let 
him know if Lynette needed anything. I 
answered him right back. I told him that I 
needed his help, that his daughter needed 
his help and to please send some money 
right away. I put some snapshots of Lyn- 
ette in the letter and told him how she was 
doing, but I never heard from him again 
until Christmas. 

He sent a card that year and wrote on it: 
“To my daughter, Lynette, with love.” It 
was the kind of card that had slots in it for 
silver dimes, but there were no dimes in it. 
Nothing but empty slots. 


"THREE MONTHS went by after that. 
Three months without a letter, no 
money, not even a card. I had changed jobs 
and was working as a waitress in the Arch- 
way Lounge when I got a phone call one 
day in April and it was Minnie’s voice on 
the other end. He told me that he had just 
got back in town, that he had found out 
from my sister where I was working, but 
that he didn’t like the idea of me working 
there. He said he didn’t think a tavern was 
the kind of place for me to be working in. 
Then he joked and said he had a girl friend 
who wanted to buy him a steak dinner and 
that he thought he would drop by. I told 
him it was perfectly all right for him to 
bring anyone he wanted to and hung up the 
phone. 

Fifteen minutes later he walked 
alone—and we saw each other for the first 
time since he had left in October. He asked 
about Lynette and said he had brought 
back a little religious medal for her and 
an identification bracelet. Then I asked 
him about his son and how he was doing. 
That started us comparing notes on the two 


in— 


of them—Lynette and Orestes Minoso, Jr. 


He mentioned that his son couldn’t drink 
orange juice until after he was several 
months old because he would break out in 
a rash, and I told him the same thing had 
happened with Lynette. Then we laughed 
and talked about how much alike they 
were—how their feet both go like his and 
how similar they were in other ways. Be- 
fore he left he told me again that he was 
going to do what was right by Lynette. and 
asked me to be patient with him. I told him 
I would. 

To some people. it might seem strange 
that I would continue to go along with 
Minnie despite the fact that there were long 
periods when I would never hear from 
him or know that he gave his daughter no 
more than a Ciristmas card at Christmas. 
But the simple fact 1s that + was stili in 
iove with him at the time—! believed with 
all my heart, that he loved Lynette and 
that he woule be a father to her as best ne 
could despite the fact that he nad anoiner 





family to support in Cuba. 
But that’s where I was wrong. Too many 
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people had had too much to say to him 
about how fair complexioned Lynette is 
and that he couldn’t be the father because 
he’s so much darker. Yet, I didn’t realize 
all this until I made up my mind to have 
a showdown with him. That was two days 
after we had met and talked in the Arch- 
way when he came back that April in 1954. 

He had come back the next night to have 
dinner. The Cleveland team was in town 
at the time and Larry Doby, Luke Easter 
and some of the other ballplayers were in 
the Archway that night. They were joking 
and kidding with Minnie, but not once in 
all the while he was in there did he ask 
about Lynette. I didn’t say anything to him 
about it, but I told him that if he wanted to 
I would fix breakfast for him that morning 
and that he could come by and see Lynette. 
He said all right. 

I didn’t get off from work until 6 o’clock 
that morning, but I managed to go by my 
parents’ home, get Lynette, and have break- 
fast ready by 9:30 in the apartment where 
[ was staying. When Minnie arrived, he 
brought a friend with him—a fellow by the 
name of Glover who worked at the Wedge- 
wood Hotel where Minnie always stayed. 
They ate and we talked. But a little later, 
[ realized for the first time that as quiet as 
we had kept our secret, people were begin- 
ning to talk, beginning to tell Minoso to his 
face that they doubted that Lynette was his 
child. It became more obvious to me that 
morning because I couldn’t help overhear 
his friend, Glover, telling him the same 
thing that Connie Johnson had told him— 
that he was foolish to think Lynette is his 
child because she’s light and he is so much 
darker. 

I didn’t say anything about it at the time 

-even when they left and Minnie told me 
that he was leaving town for a few days 
and would get in touch with me when he 
got back. I said okay, but that afternoon I 
got to thinking and decided it was time for 
me to know once and for all what he in- 
tended to do about Lynette. So I went to 
his room in the Wedgewood Hotel. 

“Look,” I told him, “you said you wanted 
to do what is right by Lynette, so I want to 
know now just what you intend to do.” 

He looked at me for a moment then said 
quickly, “I really don’t believe that she is 
my child.” 

It was what I had half expected to hear, 
but coming from him, it was more than I 
could take. “You mean to say.” I spat back 
at him, “that after doing what you have and 
all we’ve been through you're going to tell 
me that now?” 

He didn’t answer. 

“She’s yours, Minnie,” I went on. “And 
until my dying day, if it takes me that 
long, you’re going to acknowledge her as 
your daughter. This feeling we have be- 
tween us, we never had it until Lynette was 
born. Don’t you admit that? Do you admit 
that we don’t have a feeling for each 

ther?” 

He said no, he couldn’t say that what I 
had said was not true. “But you must re- 
6U 


member,” he argued, “that I’ve got a son 
and other responsibilities.” 

“You’ve got this responsibility, too.” I 
said coolly. “And that’s what I want to 
know—just what you’re going to do about 
i” 

“Give me time to make up my mind.” he 
answered. “When I make up my mind, I'll 
let you know and [ll call you.” 

I knew then that I couldn’t go on hoping 
or expecting him to try to straighten mat- 
ters out. Too much time had gone by— 
Lynette was almost a year old—and I had 
grown weary of waiting tables 12 hours a 
day, sometimes 14, to take care of his child 
with no help from him. So I took the only 
step left for me to take and that was see 
a lawyer. 

I suppose I ought to say here that my 
intentions were not to get money out of 
Minnie Minoso, as so many people went 
around saying, but to get him to acknowl- 
edge his daughter and provide for her like 
a father should. The $250.000 I asked for 
in the lawsuit was suggested by my lawyer 
and I went along with it as long as it was a 
means of getting our troubles before the 
courts and letting them decide what was to 
be done. But even this didn’t seem to help 
matters much in the end. 

By the time our case came up in court, 
my lawyer had found out a number of sur- 
prising facts. First of all, she had checked 
in Cuba and found out that Minoso had 
never married at all. He had had a son, 
true, but the girl he said he was mar- 
ried to was only his common-law wife—a 
custom pretty widely accepted in Cuba 
when an unmarried woman has a child 
by a man. 

I guess this was in the back of my mind 
more than anything when Minnie’s lawyer. 
Mr. Eagan, called my lawyer and had us 
come into his office that day last August to 
try and arrange a settlement. At first he 
asked me what did I want and I told him: 
“$25,000 and a trust fund for Lynette.” 

He laughed, said he could only offer me 
$1,100. 

Then I laughed and told him never mind, 
that I didn’t want any money at all. He 
said, “What do you mean, you don’t want 
any money?” 

“Mr. Eagan,” I said, “no money in the 
world can buy my daughter’s respect. If 
her father wants to do the right thing by 
her then he should marry me and give her 
her rightful name.” 

“Marriage is out of the question,” he 
shot back. 

“T don’t think so,” I said evenly, glanc- 
ing for a moment at Minnie who had been 
sitting silent. “I don’t think so if you'll let 
me talk with him for a moment—alone.” 

Then our lawyers went out of the room, 
and I turned to Minnie and told him that 
since he really didn’t have a legal wife in 
Cuba, it was only right that he should 
marry me and give Lynette her lawful 
name. “America is not like Cuba,” I told 
him. “When she grows up and starts going 
to school and being around other children, 
that’s when she’s liable to be hurt most. 


Someone is bound to humiliate her and talk 
about her, and you know yourself what a 
miserable life that would be for a child.” 

“If you marry me.” I went on, “I will 
accept the responsibility of taking care of 
Lynette and you won’t have to give up a 
penny under those circumstances. I wil] 
drop the suit against you if you'll do this, 
which, to me, is the only right thing to do, 
Maybe I’m wrong, but I don’t want a penny 
you have.” 

When our lawyers came back into the 
room, I repeated what I had just said. Mr, 
Eagan studied me for a moment, then said. 
“You mean this?” I said yes. Then he 
asked me if I would give Minoso a divorce 
after we got married, and I said yes again, 
Then Minnie spoke up and said he would 
take care of Lynette, that he would pay all 
her doctor’s bills and provide for every. 
thing else she need. 

In a little while the papers were drawn 
up and I signed them. They stated that 
when I would get the divorce I would turn 
down all alimony as a wife, that I could not 
make any claim whatsoever to anything he 
owned, but that I would be entitled to child 
support. 

We were married shortly after that—the 
afternoon of Sept. 8 at two o’clock in Mr. 
Eagan’s office. But that’s all it was—just a 
marriage on paper only. He married me at 
two o’clock and left me at three. That night 
I decided to go with my aunt to watch him 
play ball, and he got so nervous when he 
looked up and saw me that he dropped 
a ball. 


TMHREE MONTHS LATER we were di- 

vorced. I hadn’t expected that it would 
come so soon, but I consented to divorce at 
the time in order to get him to give me 
some money for Lynette’s winter clothes. 
Up to then he had not given me anything 
for her in all the time we were married, 
and when I called him to tell him that 
Lynette needed some winter clothing, he 
had his lawyer call my lawyer to tell me 
that he would give me the money only if I 
gave him his divorce. 

The rest of the story is pretty much old 
news. Except, of course, for the fact that 
when the judge—Judge Maurice Shultz— 
found out that Minoso was getting $27,000 
a year for playing ball he ordered him to 
pay $65 a week for Lynette’s support in- 
stead of $10 our lawyers had agreed on. 
The only condition was that I would have to 
quit my job at the Archway and stay home 
and take care of my baby. 

I was willing to do that. Certainly it was 
far more than I had ever asked of Minnie 
Minoso. But like so many other things that 
had gone wrong before, this too was not to 
work out smoothly at all. 

I quit my job two weeks after Judge 
Shultz had ordered me to, but not one 
penny did I receive from Minnie Minoso. 
Once I asked my lawyer if she had heard 
from him, and she said yes, that she had 
been paid her fee ($1,000) but there had 
been nothing for me. Then the weeks began 
to roll by, and what little savings I had 
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were quickly gone. It wasn’t long before I 
was practically destitute. I was broke, the 
rent was due, and I had no job. 

I know there are some people who will 
say that I should have been wiser to not get 
involved in the first place. But that’s why 
I'm telling this story now. What I have 
done can not be undone. I know. But this 
much I do know, that of all the people who 
possibly might read this story there are 
bound to be some who can profit by my mis- 
take. And if only one is helped then I’m 
glad that breaking my silence has been 
worth it. 

What happens for me now? Who knows? 
My future was in the judge’s hands that 
day he told me to quit work and care for 
my child on the $65 he ordered my husband 
But I know now that you can’t live 
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on court orders. And promises won’t pay 

doctor’s bills. THE END 
Miscarriage 


(Continued from Page 25) 


Oftentimes, they believe it is a question of 
hormones. During pregnancy there is a 
large secretion into the blood stream of 


hormones by the ovary, pituitary gland, 
adrenals, and even the placenta. These 


hormones regulate the activity of the or- 
gans that have to do with pregnancy. It is 
possible that in miscarriage some of these 
hormones are missing or there is too much 
of one and too little of another. 

Physical injury to a pregnant woman 
may result in miscarriage but this does not 
occur as often as believed. A woman who 
miscarries is apt to look back for a time 
when she fell or bumped into something 
and attribute her misfortune to this. An 
injury must be rather severe to cause a 
miscarriage because the baby is pretty well 
protected by a large cushion of fluid. 

Sometimes miscarriage is the result of 
malformations and deformities of the baby 
that are incompatible with life. Although 
the mother is entirely healthy the baby dies 
and is expelled. 

Throughout this article the word 
carriage” has been used to simplify matters 
although to be professionally correct other 
terms should have Actually, 
there are four words with hair-line distinc- 
tions. If a baby dies before the third 
month, it is called an abortion. If it dies 
and is expelled during the fourth, fifth, or 
sixth month, it is called a miscarriage. 
When the death after the sixth 
month it is referred to as a stillbirth. Some- 


“mis- 


been used. 


occurs 


times the baby is delivered alive after the 
sixth month but before full term. If the 
child takes eve n one breath before dies 


A baby before the 
third month is called an embryo and from 
then on it is called a fetus. 

The medica! profession is giving a great 
eal ot 


i Is a premature infant. 


attention to this problem of abor- 
"on, miscarriages, and premature births 
They are actuated by the beliet that a 
human life is just as important if it is an 
embryo as if an adult. THE END 
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(Continued from Page 39) 


said, like it was an order. 

Mama laughed, sounding flustered, but 
instead of answering, she pouted up her 
lips, like she used to do with Daddy—and 
I could have killed her! And I could hardly 
stand it when Mr. Timmons dragged her 
tight to him and kissed her so hard he 
bent her head back, but she didn’t stop 
him. Instead, she pressed up against him 
and when he slid his hands down her back, 
right to her hips, and she started to moan 
and wiggle, I had to bite on my lips to 
keep from screaming at her to quit acting 
so—so dirty! 

I felt better for a second when all of a 
sudden she broke loose and backed away 
from him. Then when I saw how hard she 
was breathing and the way her face was all 
twisted up, I was shocked. 

“Now, Homer!” she said in a funny, 
shrill voice that didn’t sound like her at all, 
“Now you stop that! After all—with Dulcy 
right there—” 

{ll the time she was talking, he was edg- 
ing toward her, a silly grin on his fat, ugly 
face. “Well, how I’m supposed to act on 
my weddin’ night? You want me to go get 
me a room somewhere’s else?” 

Mama laughed, sounding real george. 
“Of course not! Not when—when our room 
Is waiting!” 

Mama kept backing up and Mr. Tim- 
mons kept easing after her and they both 
were acting silly and he said, just as they 
got out of sight, “Now ain’t that a coinci- 
dence?” Then he giggled in that high 
pitched voice of his and the living room 
light went off. 

I felt like I was dying as I got back into 
bed, laying stiff as a stick, listening for 
certain sounds I had heard lots of times 
when Daddy was living. Because the wall 
between our bedrooms wasn’t very thick. 
(nd I knew what caused those sounds, too. 
\ll us kids did, and we were always whis- 
pering about hearing our parents make 
them at night, and giggling about it, like 
it was kind of funny or something. But 
when Mama and Mr. Timmons made them 
that night it was simply horrible! 

[ hated them both. To think my own 
nother— Oh, it was awful. I wanted to 
ioller and yell and pound on the wall, but 
didn’t. I cried myself to sleep, wishing 
hey were both dead! 

The next morning, it was worse. Because 
the minute I woke up I heard Mama and 
Mr. Timmons laughing and chattering 
worse than some of the kids at school. And 
when I went to the bathroom, Mama came 
tripping up to me, her hair mussed, her 
lipstick all smudged, smiling just like she 
hadn't done anything wrong. And when she 
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sang out, “Good morning, Dulcy!” she 
sounded so gay and happy it made me sick 
and I just muttered, “Morning, Mama,” 
and closed the bathroom door right in her 
face! 

Since school hadn’t started yet, I took my 
time about washing and dressing, hoping 
Mama and Mr. Timmons would be through 
breakfast before I finished. But when I 
went into the kitchen, Mr. Timmons was 
sitting in Daddy’s place at the table and I 
stopped in the doorway and glared at him. 
But he just grinned and pulled out a chair 
next to him and said real syrupy. “Why 
hello there. Miss Dulcy! Come right on and 
have some chow!” 

That did it! I mean, inviting me to 
breakfast in my own house! I got all filled 
up and turned and ran out of the house, 
paying no attention to the way Mama 
called to me and chased after me as far as 
the front door. I ran all the way to the 
school I used to go to before I started in 
high school last year. and flopped down 
under some bushes in back of it and boo- 
hooed like my heart was breaking. And all 
kinds of thoughts boiled through my head, 
like drowning myself, or taking some dead- 
ly poison. Then Mama would be sorry, all 
right! And she would know that even if she 
didn’t love Daddy any more, / still did! 
And that nobody was going to take his 
place—ever! 

I was still sobbing when Jody, the boy 
from next door, found me and knelt down 
beside me and said, “Hey. Dulcy! I’ve been 
looking all over for you! You get up from 
there and come on home. Your Ma’s about 
out of her mind!” 

“T don’t care!” I wailed. “And you go 
*way and let me alone!” 

“Hey, listen,” Jody said, tugging at my 
arm, “Your Ma has been walking the 
streets looking for you the last hour. Her 
and your new Pa. And—” 

“He’s not my Pa!” I cried fiercely, sit- 
ting up like a jack-in-the-box and glaring 
at him. “And don’t you dare say he is!” 

“Well my gosh!” Jody exclaimed, “You 
don’t have to bite my head off. Dulcy. After 
all, Mr. Timmons and your Ma did get 
married yesterday and that makes him—” 

“It does not!” I screamed. “He’s not 
my Daddy! My Daddy is dead!” 

Jody was fifteen, two years older than 
me and he had always been nice to me 
from the time we were kids and I liked 
him heaps and when I saw he was getting 
sore I grabbed his hand and mumbled, 
“I’m sorry, Jody. I didn’t mean to yell 
at you. But—but—” 

Jody flopped down beside me, giving my 
hand a squeeze. “Aw, that’s okay, Dulcy,” 
he said. “I didn’t know you didn’t like 
Mr. Timmons.” 

“I hate him!” I declared hotly. 

“Duley!” 

“Well I do!” 

“Aw, he’s a good guy, Dulcy. I been 
knowing him a long time. What you got 
against him?” 

I stared at Jody and his pretty brown 


eyes were full of concern, and I started 
sniffing, and tears slid down my cheeks 
and [| got all choked up. Because I could 
feel it like a tug at my heart how much | 
loved my father and how much I resented 
anybody trying to take his place, but | 
couldn’t tell it. Not to Jody. Not even to 
my own mother. 

Jody’s eyes started filling up too, and he 
said gruflly, “Aw, don’t take on like that, 
honey. Here—lemme wipe your face with 
this clean hanky.” 

He put his arm around me and dried my 
tears then had to make a quick swipe at 
his own face, because it was wet, too. I felt 
awfully close to him and when he was 
shoving his handkerchief back in his jack- 
et pocket, I leaned over and kissed him 
on the mouth and he put his arms around 
me and squeezed me real hard, then 
jumped up and pulled me up, too. 

“Let’s get out of here,” he said, swal- 
lowing hard, his voice kind of blurred. 
“And take it easy, honey, because every- 
thing’s going to work out okay. You hear?” 

“Yes, Jody,” I said softly, adding in a 
whisper, “And I think you’re swell!” 

Jody didn’t answer, just started hurry- 
ing out of the school yard, practically 
dragging me behind him. But the way his 
fingers tightened around mine was a bet- 
ter answer than any words could have been, 

Mama and Mr. Timmons were standing 
on the front porch when we got back and 
she rushed down the steps and grabbed me 
in her arms and started crying, but I broke 
away and darted into the house and into 
my room, with her right behind me so | 
couldn’t close the door when I tried to. 
Mama pushed into my room, her pretty, 
dark brown face looking crumpled. her 
big. long-lashed black eyes all red from 
crying. 

“Dulcy,” she sobbed, “why in the world 
are you acting like this? Why, Dulcy? 
Why?” 

I turned my back on her, feeling my 
mouth shoot out sullenly as I said, “As if 
you didn’t know!” 

“Oh, baby—don’t talk to Mother like 
that! Do you want to break my heart?” 

I looked down at her, wondering how 
could she even mention about me _break- 
ing her heart, when it was just the oppo- 
site. “You didn’t have to marry that man, 
did you?” I asked coldly. 

Mama stood up and tried to put her arms 
around me but I twitched away and she 
said in a trembling voice, “I didn’t have 
to marry Mr. Timmons, dear. But it did 
solve a lot of problems. Because the in- 
surance your father left won’t last forever, 
dear. In fact. it’s about all gone. So—” 

I whirled on her. “Well. you could have 
waited a while before marrying anybody, 
Mama! Daddy’s only been gone a year!” 

Mama gazed at me, tears streaming down 
her face, but she tried to smile and it 
wrung my heart. but I scowled at her to 
keep her from knowing it. 

“I’'m—I'm still a young woman, dear,” 
she said in a low voice. “And—and— Oh, 
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you just don’t understand, dear. You're 
just a child!” 

“Well I understand some things,” I de- 
clared hotly. “Like you getting married 
yesterday—the first anniversary of Dad- 
dy’s death! I understand that all right!” 


\ AMA’S EYES got so huge they scared 
+ me and she quivered like I had 
stabbed her with a knife. Then she made 
an awiul, shuddering sound and fell down 
on my bed and cried like she was about 
to die, and I fell down beside her and put 
my arms around her and she hugged me 
so hard it hurt and moaned, “Oh baby, oh 
baby! I’m sorry! I’m so sorry! I wouldn't 
have gotten married for anything in the 
world if I had remembered what day it 
was!” 

I started bawling too, because I ought 
to have known Mama wouldn’t have done 
what she did if she hadn’t forgotten about 
the date of Daddy’s death. She was very 
forgetful—I knew that. Daddy used to 
laugh and tease her that she would forget 
her head if it wasn’t tied on. 

Later, we went into the bathroom to 
wash our faces in cold water, and I was 
about ready to tell Mama how sorry I was 
about how I had acted. But the bathroom 
was full of Mr. Timmons’ cigar smoke and 
his shaving things were on the glass shelf 
over the wash bowl, and just seeing them 
did something to me I can’t explain and 
I knocked them on the floor and kicked 
them under the bathtub. 

Mama didn’t say a word, but just looked 
at me, her big eyes filling with tears again 
and I switched out, just wishing old Mr. 
Timmons would say anything to me so I 
could spit in his face. But he wasn’t in 
sight. And when I looked out front, his 
car was gone. And was I glad! 

By the time Mama came out of the bath- 
room, I was sorry I had made her feel bad 
again. And what hurt worse. she wasn’t 
mad at me, but right away put her arm 


around me and said. “How about some 


breakfast. darling?” 
“Yes. Mam.” I agreed as we walked to 


the kitchen. “And Mama?’ 
“Yes. Duley?” 


“Mama—lI’m going to try and act bet- 
ter.” 

“That’s—wonderful. dear. Mr. Timmons 
is really a very nice man. And he’s hurt 
that you don’t like him. So—” 

“Tl try to do better. Mama.” 

“Okay. I’m glad. dear. Because—well. 
Mr. Timmons is my husband now. And | 


do like him a lot.” 

Well. I did try to get along with my new 
stepfather. At least. I didn’t 
flounce out of the room when he came in 
trom iis soft drink truck route. And } 
Cidn’t turn my back on him when he said 
something to me, which ne was always try- 


al 


poul and 


ing to do, even though i seldom said any- 
ting back io him. But 1 stil! didn’t like 
him, 

Even so. maybe I could have learned to 


at least stand him except that I couldn't 


get over believing he had taken advantage 


of Mama because she was a widow and 
needed help. Yet. I guess I felt even more 
strongly about him taking Daddy’s place. 
Because Daddy was such a wonderful man! 
He was always gentle and sweet and he 
understood me lots better than Mama and 
promise, as 

absent- 
was very 


he never forgot or broke a 
Mother so often did. being so 
minded as she was. That alone 
important to me. 

Then too, while I knew quite well Daddy 
was dead, I felt in some way I don’t know 
how to explain, that he was still with us. 
Like every time I looked at the big arm 
chair where he used to read the paper 
nights after his work as a clerk in the 
Post Office, it was as if I saw him sitting 
there, smiling at me. 

In fact, just about everything in our 
house reminded me of him. And having 
Mr. Timmons sitting in Daddy’s chair, 
sleeping with Mama in the bedroom she 
and Daddy had used all my life, and act- 
ing like it was his house—well, it hurt me 
bad, down deep. 

I was glad when school started, which 
was about a week after Mama and Mr. 
Timmons got married. Mornings were 
okay, because Mr. Timmons was gone when 
I got up. But he got off from work about 
the time school was out. And was always 
grinning and making corny jokes, trying 
to get me to laugh, which I never did. So 
despite how Mama fussed at me for not 
getting home at what she called a “rea- 
sonable time” after school, I kept right on 
staying away as long as I dared, sometimes 
until she and Mr. Timmons had finished 
supper. 

Jody was a big consolation. After that 
morning when he found me crying back of 
grammar school, it seemed like things were 
different between us. I mean, he treated 
me like I was his girl friend instead of 
just the little girl next door. That I liked 
—plenty! Because Jody was a junior, and 
lots of the older girls made a play for him. 
Besides. when he saw how I hated to go 
home, he would stick with me, and often, 
we would go to a movie after school and 
things like that. And in the 
would keep his arm around me. 
so we did a lot of smootching 
It made me feel like 
loved me. It 


movie, he 
and it got 
and it was 
real fine. I was want- 
ed. that 


helped a lot. 


somebody really 


Jody’s mother was a pastry cook. She 


went to her job about the time we were 


setting off from school. and got home at 


nine at night. She and Jody’s father were 
separated, so sometimes after we had been 
still didn’t 


would sneak into his house and 


to a movie. and | want to go 


home, we 





play records and dance and sometimes we 
would natch. But Jody tet us 
get Inte 2 spin that he couldn’t stop. And 


when ! 


always he did stop, sometimes 
didn’t want him te. 

Then when tf would sneak out the 
and go home. Mama woula siart in on me, 
wanting to know I had been and all 


that, but I would never tell her a thing. At 


pact 
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first she would follow me into my room to 
keep Mr. Timmons from hearing her fuss 
at me, but pretty soon she would light in 
on me the minute I hit the door. And one 
night I overheard her talking to him about 
it. 

“Homer,” she sighed, “I just don’t know 
what to do with that girl! I don’t know 
what’s come over her. Why when I speak 
to her about spending so much time away 
from the house and ask her where she’s 
been, she won’t say a word—just looks at 
me like she didn’t understand a word I 
said. I just don’t know what to do!” 

My stepfather was lying back in 
Daddy’s chair, his shoes off—another of his 
coarse habits that grated on me. He sat up 
and said, “Yeah, I know, Myra. I wasn’t 
going to say nothing though, because 
Dulcy’s your child. But since you bring it 
up, I'll tell you what that girl needs: She 
needs some leather!” 

“You mean I should whip her?” Mama 
exclaimed. 

“T don’t mean nothing different,” Mr. 
Timmons said flatly. 

“But—but I’ve never laid a hand on her 
in her life!” Mama protested. “She was 
always such a good little girl. And besides, 
Homer—I think Dulcy is acting up like she 
is because—well, I mean—” 

“IT know what you mean,” Mr. Timmons 
said, sounding angry. “You mean Dulcy 
don’t like me. And all I got to say, she’s 
got a right not to like me if she don’t want 
to. But she’s just a child and she ain’t 
got a right to disobey you—and to stay out 
all kinds of hours at placés you don’t 
know anything about. That’s what / say, 
Myra!” 

“T know, I know,” Mama said, sounding 
upset and worried. “But she’s getting too 
big to whip, Homer. She’s going on four- 
teen and—” 

“Yeah,” Mr. Timmons cut in, “and she’s 
also gettin’ big enough to get herself in 
trouble—if you don’t take her in hand!” 

“That’s what I worry about,” Mama 
faltered. “She’s such a pretty child.” 

“Like her Ma,” Mr. Timmons said, pull- 
ing Mama down on his lap. “And she’s got 
a good build—also like her Ma.” 

“Oh—Homer!” Ma giggled, nestling her 
head against his shoulder. Then she sat 
up. “What shall I do about Dulcy?” she 
asked, acting like herself again. 

“Leave her to me,” Mr. Timmons said— 
in a tone I sure didn’t like. 

“T won’t have you beating on her,” Mama 
said real quick. 

“T ain’t going to beat her,” Mr. Timmons 
replied. “But Pll let her know who is boss 
around here. Okay, Myra?” 

“I—I guess so,” Mama said, sounding 
like the idea didn’t appeal to her very 
much, 

“Just leave it to me,” Mr. Timmons said. 
“T’ll take care of Miss Dulcy all right!” He 
put his arms around her and pulled her 
against him again. “Now! How about 
giving your ole man some sweet sugar and 
forget about everything else for a while, 


huh?” 
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And to my intense disgust, Mama pouted 
up her lips, and they started kissing and 
carrying on and I shut my door, where I 
had been watching and I hated them both! 
Even Jody and I didn’t carry on that silly, 
and we were just kids. And I fairly bub- 
bled with anger at the idea of Mr. Timmons 
trying to boss me around. Just let him 
try it! 

So the next night I deliberately didn’t 
come home until almost eight o’clock. Until 
then I had been at Jody’s house, but we 
hadn’t had much fun because I had been 
upset all day, thinking about Mr. Timmons 
and how he had spoiled everything for me 
by roping Mama into marrying him. And 
now he was going to make the last step and 
take on the authority of treating me like he 
was my real father. And I knew he wasn’t 
going to get away with it and I told Jody 
so. He was pretty worried too and kept 
urging me to take it easy and stuff like that. 

Well, I might have tried to. But when I 
went to go into my house the door was 
locked! I jabbed the doorbell angrily and 
kept jabbing it until Mr. Timmons flung 
the door open and yelled at me to stop 
making all that racket and I surged past 
him and headed for my room. Next thing I 
knew he ran after me. grabbed my arm and 
swung me around facing him. 

“You been running over your mother,” 
he said in a harsh voice, “but you’re not 
going to run over me, Miss Lady! You 
hear?” 

“Take your hands off me!” I cried furi- 
ously, trying to break his grip on my wrists. 
“You’re not my father!” 

“Don’t come telling me what to do!” he 
yelled, holding my wrists tighter than ever. 
“Tl do the telling around here from now 
on. And right now you're going to tell me 
where you been since you left school!” 

I glared at him and it was like something 
boiled over inside me and I did what I had 
so often wanted to do—I spat right into 
his face! 


N R. TIMMONS turned me loose and 

jumped back, his eyes bulged out 
and his mouth flopped open like he had 
swallowed a red hot coal. Then he bel- 
lowed, “You nasty little devil, I'll teach you 
not to spit on people!” and he grabbed me 
by the shoulder and shook me so hard I 
thought my head was going to snap off. 
Then I screamed and raked my nails down 
his face with both hands and tried to break 
away and I did, but he had hold of my 
dress and when I tried to run, it ripped all 
the way down the front. 

“Mama!” I hollered, suddenly panicky 
because Mr. Timmons looked so awfully 
angry as he lunged at me. “Mama!” 

“Never you mind about her,” Mr. Tim- 
mons growled, scrubbing at his face with 
his sleeve as he made another run at me, 
“She’s gone out and /’m going to tend to 
you, young lady!” He made another grab 
for me, and I was terrified when I saw how 
the blood was running down his face from 
where I had scratched him, but I ducked 


him, and shoved a chair in his way and 
when he crashed over it, I flew out the back 
door and ran next door and into Jody’s 
arms! Because when I got to the back steps 
he was standing on the porch. 

“Dulcy!” he cried, gripping me hard, 
“Did he hurt you?” 

I threw my arms about his neck, trem. 
bling violently, unable to speak and Jody 
backed inside his house, dragging me with 
him and as we stood in his dark kitchen, he 
closed and locked the door. 

“] heard you hollering,” he whispered, 
“What happened? Did he hit you?” When 
I didn’t answer, he reached up and gently 
pulled my arms from around his neck and 
held me off from him, then shook me a 
little. “Dulcy!” he said in a low, tight 
voice, “You tell me! Did that man hit 
you?” 

“No,” I whispered. Then I took his hands 
and guided them to the front of my dress, 
“He did this!” 

Jody’s hands explored the damage and 
in doing so touched my bare flesh and | 
heard him draw in his breath real sharp 
and I understood why, because the touch of 
his hands sent a strange, exciting feeling 
through me, but I shrank back, trying to 
pull my torn dress together. 

“Holy cow!” Jody breathed shakenly. 
He reached out suddenly and pulled me 
against him, his lips seeking mine, his 
hands slipping around me, again touching 
my unclothed body, caressing it. I tried to 
avoid his lips for a few seconds and 
moaned, “Don’t—please don’t. . . .” but 
then our mouths joined, fused, and a sensa- 
tion flooded through me like liquid fire that 
burned the strength from me, made me go 
limp, made my knees turn to water so that 
my full weight was supported by Jody’s 
arms ... then slowly, he lowered me to 
the floor and sank beside me and then . . 
searing pain... that became flaming 
ecstasy ... 

We were still sprawled on the kitchen 
floor when the doorbell rang sharply three 
times. It sounded so loud my heart nearly 
stopped and Jody jumped up, pulling me 
with him. 

“That’s Mr. Timmons!” I moaned. 

“Naw, that’s ma’s ring,” Jody breathed. 
“You gotta get out of here! Come on, 
hurry!” 

He guided me to the door, opened it and 
steadied me as I stepped out on the back 
porch. “Get yourself straightened up be- 
fore you go home,” he whispered hurriedly. 
“See you later, honey!” 

I stumbled dowa the steps, my heart 
hammering, my senses whirling like crazy. 
I couldn’t think straight. All I knew was, 
I had to get away. Too much had happened 
too fast. Blindly I groped my way to the 
back gate, and through it into the dark 
alley. Then I began to run, stumbling ahead 
in the blackness, feeling like someone was 
right behind me, reaching out to grab 
Me. <s 

It was like waking up out of a nightmare. 
I heard somebody say, “Yes, Sergeant, 





S way and 
ut the back 
into Jody’s 
back steps 


there’s evidence of rape—definitely!” and 
heard another voice reply, “That’s what I 
thought, Doc. How long will it be before 
she regains consciousness? We picked her 
up in an alley and we don’t even know who 
she is or where she lives or what happened 
to her.” 

“T think she’ll snap out of it anytime 
now.” the doctor said. “Stick around, Ser- 
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geant.” 

Then dark fog closed in again and when 
it faded I opened my eyes and the first thing 
I saw was Mama’s tear-wet face bending 
over me and I cried out weakly, “Mama! 


1? 


Mama! Don’t let that man get me! 


whispered, 
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I nodded again. 

“Now” the policeman said, “We want 
you to tell us about last night. Everything 
that happened. Understand?” 

I said weakly, “Yes, sir.” But that’s all I 
could get out. Then they started asking me 
questions. And I replied as best I could. 
Except I didn’t tell them about Jody. And 
when they asked me what Mr. Timmons 
did, I told them, but they kept asking about 
it and I got awfully confused because I 
didn’t know what they were getting at. 

Finally, one of them kind of sighed and 
said, “The poor kid is too upset to tell 
about that part, Jim. Maybe later—” 

Then they went out. The rest of the day 
was a blur, except once when the police- 
men returned, this time with two other 
men, one with a pad who wrote down what 
was being said. And when they kept after 
me about what else did Mr. Timmons do 
after he ripped my dress, I was so afraid 
they were going to find out about what hap- 
pened between Jody and I that I just start- 
ed screaming and carrying on and the 
nurse ran in, and then a doctor in a white 
suit, and he stuck a needle in my arm and 
then made everyone leave and I went to 
sleep . 

Then it was afternoon and the policemen 
were back and they had Mr. Timmons and 
they asked me if he was the man that 
bothered me and I said yes and buried my 
face in my pillow so I wouldn’t have to look 
at him on account of the awful, sad look in 
his eyes. And as the policemen were taking 
him out of the room I heard him say in 
a tired voice, “What can a man say when a 
child accuses him of a thing like this? All 
he can say is, I didn’t do it.” 

“Saying that won’t get you nowhere,” 
one of the policemen said roughly. “Be- 
cause that little girl was raped! And we 
aren’t guessing about it!” 

“I swear to God I didn’t do that,” Mr. 
Timmons said. “All I did—” 

“Ah, shut up!” the other policeman said 
harshly. “Guys like you that would take 
advantage of a nice little kid like Dulcy 
ought to be strung up!” 

Then the door closed and I lay shivering, 
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finally understanding what was happening. 
I started to get out of bed and run after 
them and tell them that Mr. Timmons was 
telling the truth. But then I remembered 
about Jody. And I laid right still, feeling 
frozen. Because I didn’t want anyone to 
know about us, especially Mama, and just 
then the nurse came in and Mama was with 
her, and she ran to the bed and grabbed 
me in her arms and started boohooing real 
loud, and I cried too .. . 

“T didn’t dream Homer was that kind of 
man,” Mama said a while later, after we 
had both calmed down. “In fact, I can 
hardly believe it now. Dulcy, are you sure 
somebody didn’t bother you after you ran 
out of the house and into the alley? I 
mean—” 

“No, Mama!” I cried, scared she would 
make me tell her about me going to Jody’s 
and what happened there before I ran into 
the alley. “Please, Mama—don’t ask me 
any more questions!” 

“All right, darling,” Mama sighed. Then 
her voice got rea] hard. “I thought Homer 
was a good man and he isn’t and he’s going 
to pay for it! He'll be in prison so long 
when he gets out he won’t be able to molest 
any more children!” 

That afternoon some men came in and 
read me a long statement and asked me if 
that is what I told the policemen and al- 
though a lot of it I hadn’t said, I was afraid 
to say so and when asked to, I signed it. 

The next day, Mama, red-eyed and wor- 
ried looking, brought me some clothes, and 
helped me dress and get myself fixed up. 
We were going to court, she told me, for 
Mr. Timmons’ preliminary hearing. I want- 
ed to tell her about Jody—TI even tried to. 
But the words just wouldn’t come. And be- 
fore I could work up nerve enough to really 
do it, the policemen and a police matron 
came and took us in a car to a courtroom. 

As we entered the big chamber, the first 
person I saw was—Jody! He and his 
mother were sitting near the back. And 
when I looked at him, he ducked his head 
and wouldn’t look at me. I guessed he was 
as afraid as I that what we had done would 
be found out. 

After that, everything happened real 
fast. I don’t remember all of it, except that 
they brought Mr. Timmons in and he was 
handcuffed to a policeman, and he looked 
terrible, his clothes all rumpled, red whis- 
kers on his face and his hair standing 
straight up. Then it hit me! If I just let 
things go like they were going, Mr. Tim- 
mons would be sent to prison, and Mama 
would divorce him—and we would be rid 
of him for good! And I hope God forgives 
me, but that’s what I did! 

Mr. Timmons pleaded not guilty and bail 
was set at ten thousand dollars. They were 
leading Mr. Timmons out when Jody’s 
mother suddenly stood up, then came surg- 
ing down the aisle, pulling Jody with her, 
shouting, “Just one minute, Your Honor. 
This boy here has got something the court 
ought to know!” 

My heart dropped like a chunk of ice. 
Jody was going to tell about us. I half rose, 





wanting to run out of there, but Mama 
dragged me down. I didn’t hear what was 
being said, because Jody wasn’t talking 
loud enough. In a few minutes the Judge 
ordered us all into his private chambers, 
And when we came out, quite a while later, 
I hung my head in shame, because every. 
body was looking at me like I was some. 
thing nasty, even Mama. Everybody, that is 
except—Mr. Timmons . . . because, as 
they unlocked the handcuffs from him, he 
smiled at me .. . like Daddy used to do 

. and it was like a stab in my heart . . . 

Mr. Timmons hung back when we passed 
through the courtroom, but Mama waited 
for him outside and took his arm and said, 
“We’re going home, Homer,” and he looked 
at her and then looked at me and said, “I 
don’t think I better, Myra. I’ve caused 
enough trouble between you and your girl 
already. I’m just your husband, but she’s 
your child, flesh of your flesh, Myra. 
And—” 

Mama cut her eyes at me like she almost 
hated me and she said angrily, “She’s a 
little devil, that’s what she is! If she'd 
only told the truth in the first place—” 

“Don’t blame her too much,” Mr. Tim- 
mons said slowly. “She’s just a child—and 
she was scared, Myra. Can’t you see that?” 
He sighed deeply. “You all go on home 
and I’ll get me a room somewhere. And 
don’t blame Dulcy too much, Myra, you 
hear?” 

Mama stood there, tears streaming down 
her face as Mr. Timmons turned and start- 
ed walking away, shoulders bowed, head 
down. I broke away from Mama and ran 
after him and grabbed his hand and held it 
tight and blurted, “I’m sorry, Mr. Tim- 
mons! Please, Mr. Timmons, come home 
with us! Ill be a good girl from now on, 
honest I will. Please, Mr. Timmons!” 

He had stopped like he had run into a 
wall when I grabbed his hand, and as he 
looked down at me while I was begging 
him to go home with us, and he began to 
smile and it was like—like a sunrise, the 
way his face changed. 

“You really want me to?” he asked, like 
he couldn’t believe it. 

“Yes, sir!” I declared, tugged at him, 
trying to make him come with me back to 
Mama. “You're not like I thought you 
were, Mr. Timmons. You’re—you’re like 
my Daddy. Because you understood about 
how scared I was and all. Please, Mr. 
Timmons!” 

Tears spurted from his eyes and he tried 
to say something, and he couldn’t. But he 
let me pull him to where Mama stood, and 
she was smiling and crying at the same 
time and then all of a sudden Mr. Timmons 
put his arms around both of us and said 
kind of strangled like, “Now I’ve got a 
family!” 


That was five years ago. Jody and I are 
married now and the shocking sin I came 
so near committing is forgotten and for- 
given. But J haven't forgotten it. And 
every single night of my life I pray to God 
for His forgiveness ... THE END 
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(Continued from Page 33). 


baby?” I asked. 

“I'm sorry,” the doctor said. “It was 
already dead. It was a boy.” 

There were no more tears left to cry. 


“I'm very tired,” I said. 

The doctor put his large hand over mine. 

“We'll put you in a private room,” he 
said. 

Then they rolled me away to the room 
far down the hall, and lifted me into bed. 
I closed my eyes to sleep, but only suc- 
ceeded in remembering; remembering 
Tommy and the summer before. 

Tommy Forrest was the dreamiest saxo- 
phone player on earth. He could make 
the hair stand up on the back of your neck 
with his sizzling, white heat improvising 
of a terrific upbeat number like “Lemon 
Drop.” or stun you with his dramatic 
ability on a tune like “Serenade in Blue.” 
And, of course, he sent bobby-soxers into 
limp ecstasy with such soft stuff as “The 
Man I Love” and “I Got It Bad and That 
Ain’t Good.” 

Offstage, Tommy could be as smooth and 
tender as his bluest and he 
could be as passionately demanding as his 
hottest jazz record. He had a syncopated 
beat all his own—in curly-haired, 
good looks. his dapper dress and worldly- 
wise manner—that jolted a girl off her 
guard, sent her head spinning, and left her 


love song, 


his 


a breathless conquest at his feet. 

I know a lot about Tommy Forrest. I 
should, he fathered my stillborn child. 

Some girls have to learn the hard way. 
I did. 
boredom and contempt. 
Raleigh, N. C.. and I was contemptuous of 
my family. It’s pretty easy for a girl in her 
middle teens to get bored in a small city. 
Movies and magazines bring you the glam- 
our and excitement of New York, Chicago, 


I suppose my tragedy started with 
I was bored with 


Los Angeles and Hollywood. and the girls 
who leave home and come back to visit 
tell you fancy tales of the charm and 


splendor of the outside world. Girls from 
my part of the country, a lot of whom flock 
to the East. have been classed among the 


country’s prettiest. and these coffee-and- 
cream-colored girls from Raleigh have 


many a tale to tell. 

But at sixteen, 
home, so I learned of the world of bright 
lights secondhand. Thus, 
with home and impatient for my taste of 
life in the raw. 

If my parents had been understanding, 
they might have calmed me and cajoled 
me into thinking about things like college 
study and a career - possibly in the pro- 
fessions—but they weren't. My mother 
and father had cashed in heavy on the 
boom of the war years, and had saved 


I was too young to leave 


I became bored 


enough from their shipyard work to go into | 
a flourishing restaurant and after-hours | 
business. Both of my parents were well- 
liked by almost everybody in town, and 
their place was the meeting spot for most 
of the night life crowd in the city. And 
although they did sell liquor way past the 
curfew time, the place was otherwise re- 
spectable. 
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And they wanted the best for me. With 
them, it was just understood that I would 
go to a fine college and get a good educa- 
tion, but they never thought to ask me 
what I was interested in. They were so 
busy with the place that they didn’t have 
time to spend with me, to see if I had plenty 
of wholesome activities to keep me from 


being lonesome. It had been the same 
during my early childhood, when they 
worked long shifts at the shipyards. They | 


made money, but they just didn’t have time 
for me. 

I guess that in a way they tried to make 
They bought me pretty and 


for 


it up to me. 


expensive clothes, too much so my 
town, and they were always giving me 
things like new watches and expensive 
jewelry. They showered me with some of 
the fruit of their labors, but they didn’t 


give me companionship and understand- 
ing. So I hated them. 
Because I had the clothes 
and figure to go with them 
in the young set. And my 
my parents made me the devil-may-care, 


and the looks 
I was popular 
for 


contempt 


life-of-the-party type who drew friends like 
and off for 
them with the abandon dare-devil 
high-wire aerialist. No 
was too wild 


bears to honey who showed 
of a 
hangout was 
no party for Gloria 
Allen. Just name the time and the place 
and I'd be there. I was the belle of the 


ball—and at sixteen I was balling awhile. 


too 
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have by following this new scien- 
tific method. Well known author- 
ity on legs with years of experi- 
ence offers you this tested and 
proven scientific course—only fif- 
teen minutes a dayv—in the pri- 
weer of your home! Contains step- 
by-step illustrations of the easy 
SCIENTIFIC LEG technique with 
simple instructions; gaining 
stronger legs, improving skin color 
and circulation of legs; also nor- 
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I knew the latest dance the hep 
talk, the right people and the wrong places. 
I had been smoking for a year and could 
take a drink either with water or on the 
rocks without blinking my eyes. 

But while I had to show my folks and 
my town a thing or through it all I 
managed to hold my own standards of re- 
spectability. That was the only way to 
keep things hand. I learned early that 
it doesn’t matter how much people talk 
about you as long as they still respect you. 
And if they 
they have to respect you for being able to 
do all the things they accuse you of doing 
and still with it. 

Here’s what I mean: some of the parties 
were in pretty hot places, but that didn’t 
tell the whole story. I smoked because it 
and I would take one or two 
The crowa 


steps, 


two, 


can’t prove anything on you, 


getting away 


was “smart” 
drinks just to prove I could. 
never questions you once they take it for 


can do anything. At one or 


granted you 
two of the parties where some of the fel- 
lows had marijuana, I would take a drag 
just as calm as you please, and everybody 
thought I was the Nobody ever 
noticed I never took more than one. 

And when the party got chummy, I'd 
pair off with a fellow like everybody else | 


gonest. 
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and maybe even pet a little, but when we 
got alone, I’d call a halt. I wasn’t going 
the limit with anybody. That was part of 
my way of being accepted and yet keeping 
the gang in line. 

In the older sets, the heads began to 
shake and the tongues began to wag, but 
they couldn’t prove a thing. 

“That Gloria Allen is a wild gal,” they 
would say. I kept the gossipers in business. 


( NE THING that kept me out of trouble 
was that I could be independent. I re- 
jected my parents, so it was easy for me 
to reject all others if they weren’t useful 
to me or if they tried to go too far. I was 
hard and cold. I didn’t need affection and 
I wasn’t weak enough to hold on to some 
boy because of a feeling of neglect or for 
comfort. I wouldn’t look at a fellow twice 
if it didn’t add to my reputation to play 
around with him. Best of all, I always 
had “mad money” to spare. A boy couldn’t 
get me so far away from home that I 
couldn’t get back under my own power. 
To make doubly sure that I was my own 
boss, and to strengthen my own position 
as queen of the crowd, I wheedled my 
father into buying me a late model, sec- 
ondhand convertible. Then I had it made! 
\ car of my very own. Dad had to sign 
a lot of papers showing his responsibility 
for me because of my age so I could get a 
license. 

When I was tired of leading the fellows 
on and then fighting them off. I would go 
out with Ted. He was as much fun as the 
rest. a swell dancer and a member of the 
high school football team. He was usually 
with the crowd, but was a little quieter 
than most. He didn’t drink or smoke, but 
he was regular. Actually, I liked Ted bet- 
ter than any of the other fellows, but 
there’s no point in a girl wasting all her 
time on one boy—especially when she’s 
got to keep the reputation of the wildest 
gal in town. 

But Ted was nice. He never tried to 
pressure me like the other boys, and if 
sometimes I wanted to slip off to a quiet 
Ted would go without 
laughing. But still I always let him know 
there wasn’t anything steady about our 
going around together. I didn’t want him 

get that in his head. 

The never-ending pace of my adolescence 
ontinued through my last year in high 

hool, and a few days after graduation, 
when I had just turned seventeen, is when 
[ met It was at a local 





movie. with me 


Tommy Forrest. 
theater whose management often booked 
stage shows to bolster its trade. Tommy, 
en an almost unknown band leader, and 
s orchestra came in for a week’s engage- 
ent. 
[ was the most sophisticated member of 
bobby-sox set who came to see and 
hear the brash musician who was just be- 
sinning to blow up a name for himself in 
The itself was 
mediocre with a once big-time blues singer 
ho had let too much liquor and too many 


the South. stage show 


all-night parties ruin her voice; a pair of 
lukewarm comedians who couldn’t pull a 
decent laugh except with a few off-color 
jokes, and a young tap dancer who had a 
long, long way to go. 

But Tommy Forrest and his band were 
terrific. They blew like crazy with Tommy 
and his saxophone leading them through 
wild passages and into difficult arrange- 
ments that come off like clockwork. Tommy 
himself had tremendous talent, and he 
seemed to have a magic quality to drive 
all of his band—most of them just average 
young musicians—into playing way above 
their heads. 

The girls in my crowd went into near 
riot with screams and yells of joy and 
approval. I sat and squirmed nervously 
in my seat. watching every move of the 
handsome, black-haired, bronze young man 
who one minute was sending notes tearing 
at us like a runaway locomotive and the 
next minute was tugging at our hearts 
with a beautiful love ballad. 

I had a strange sensation of not being 
a part of the audience, but rather of the 
music and the people who were making 
it. I felt warmed and excited and swept 
up in the moods they so easily created. 
And sitting there just beyond the foot- 
lights, I suddenly felt that Tommy Forrest 
was watching me just as I was him. 

When the show was over, I was among 
the mad crowd who dashed backstage for 
a chance at a close-up of the young stars. 
While the others surged around. grabbing 
first one member of the stage show and 
then another for an autograph, I sought for 
a sign of Tommy. Just as I passed one 
door, a young man stepped from the room 
and said to another fellow nearby: 

“Tommy said to take a couple of hours 
off between shows so we can be ready for 
the party tonight.” 

I waited for the two to walk 
away, and then I darted inside the door 
from which he had just emerged. And 
there he was—Tommy Forrest—his coat 
off and his tie dangling loose around his 
neck. He was mopping away at his face 
with a huge turkish towel. 

“Oh no, not another one!” he shouted, 
throwing up his hands in mock desper- 


fellows 


ation. 

“I’m afraid so.” I said, closing the door 
behind me. 

“Okay.” he grinned good-naturedly. “I 
give. [ll sign.” 

That’s when I grabbed firm hold of my 
“T didn’t come to ask for your auto- 
“T just want to tell 


poise. 
graph.” I said evenly, 
you that I think you’re one of the finest 
young musicians I’ve heard, and that you 
have great talent. 

“Well, thank you,” he 
stunned. 

“You did something to us out there.” I 
went on, “It wasn’t just the chance to hear 
a live band or an opportunity for us to be 
exhibitionists. Your music really did some- 
thing wonderful to us, something awfully 
hard to explain. It sort of took us not 
only into the world of the music as it was 


said, a little 


being played, but into the world of the 
makers of music, the composers and ar. 
rangers. It seemed to catch everybody up 
into the spirit of it. When you do that to 
an audience, you’re going places.” 

Tommy’s mouth was open now. 

“Say,” he said, his beautiful, brown 
eyes widening, “where did you come 
from?” 

“Right outside your door,” I said and 
laughed. 

Tommy eyed me curiously for a moment, 
as if he feared I might be one of those 
strange, deep, intellectual characters who 
border on the nutty side. 

“And now that the speech-making js 
over, I think I'll fix my face and leave 
quietly,” I said, quickly stepping over 
to his mirror and pulling out my lipstick 
from my purse. At that moment I was 
hoping for once that the close-cut black 
hair, soft, gingerbread features and size 
nine figure of mine packed the sort of 
dynamite my friends said they did. | 
wanted to create an explosion inside Tom. 
my the way he had inside me when he 
was playing on the stage. 


“Do sit down,” he said, sliding a chair 


to me. I sat. 


In a few minutes he had my name, | 


about six sentences of my life story, my 
address and telephone number. 

“Look,” he said, “don’t think I’m rush. 
ing you. but we’re only in this town fora 
week. There’s a party tonight after the 
last show at Joey’s place. Just the guys 
in the show and a few of the local regulars 
who want to get acquainted and have a 
little fun. Would you come, sort of as 
my special guest?” 

Joey Rae was the manager of the the. 
ater and a friend of my family. I knew his 
place would be safe even with a bunch of 
young men I didn’t know anything about 
other than their ability to read music. 
Joey usually gave parties for the folk he 
brought to town. I felt pretty sure he 
wouldn’t object to my being there. After 
all, I was seventeen. 

“All right.” I told Tommy. 

“Good.” he said. “Shall I pick you up 
at home?” 

“No.” I said. 
where it is.” 

When I told the girls later that I was 
going to a party with Tommy Forrest 
they nearly died with envy. There wasn't 
a one of them who had heard him play 
that day who wouldn’t have cut her own 
throat for the chance. 

I dressed very carefully that evening; 4 
tight black skirt, red cashmere sweater and 
a green scarf around my neck. I wanted 
to be casual, yet tempting. 

The party was already going at Joey 
Rae’s house when I arrived. It wasn’t too 
large, and I knew most of the people there, 
although only a few were my age. Tommy 
greeted me quickly, but we didn’t stay 
together. I floated from room to room, 
saying hello and dropping in briefly 
some of the conversation. The party was 
gay, but not bawdy, and pretty soon the 
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“T’ll drive over. 
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thythm section of Tommy’s band got to- 
gether and began an impromptu jam ses- 
sion. Tommy had brought his horn, so 
after a while he joined in. I picked up a 
drink and settled down near the piano to 
listen. They kept it quiet. sometimes 
jumpy. sometimes dreamy, and soon I felt 
myself wafted away into their world just 
as | had in the theater. I forgot about 
mother and father, the frantic pace I kept 
and my open, teen-age rebellion. 

A long while later, after I had seemed 
to be half awake, half dreaming, Tommy 
quit playing and came over to me. 

“Is all this boring you?” he asked with 
a smile. 

“Silly boy,” I said, turning on a smile 
of my own. 

“These people are all swell.” he 
looking around the room. “They’ve been 


said, 


real nice to us.” 

“They're okay.” I said, letting my eyes 
play with him. “You know,” I went on, 
“this isn’t quite like I had imagined. I 
mean, no wild drinking or marijuana or 
anything. Why, I can hardly see the needle 
marks in your arm.” I laughed, and Tommy 
laughed too. 

“Don’t believe everything you hear about 
musicians,” he said. “We aren’t the wild, 
immoral dope addicts that a lot of people 
think. There isn’t a guy in my band who 
uses the stuff, and if there is one, [’'d put 
We want to get to the top in 
don’t need that to 


him out. 
this business, and we 
do it.” 

He paused and we looked at each other 
intently. 

“And now that m) 
over.” he said, “how about getting you a 
fresh drink?” 

“Okay,” I said. 

Tommy brought drinks for both of us, 
and we talked some more. 

“It’s getting late.” he said finally. “I'd 
better take you home.” 

“My you are nice,” I told him. We said 
goodbye to the crowd and left amidst a 


speech-making is 


few catty stares. 

It was warm outside and I had the top 
down on my car. I let Tommy drive. On 
the way home he told me more of his ambi- 
tion to reach the top in the music profes- 
sion. He had played mostly in Atlanta, his 
home, and one-night stands around the 
South. Lately they had been getting a few 
longer engagements. He felt the band was 
on the way. He was only twenty. and had 
a grand future before him. 

“This is silly,’ I said when we reached 
my house. 

“What is?” he asked. 

“My letting you drive me home. 
are you going to get back?” 

“Simple.” he said, “Call me a taxi.” 

I looked at my darkened house. and won- 
dered if he knew no one was home. It was 
only midnight, and my parents were never 
home from the cafe that early. 

I turned to Tommy and again my eyes 
played with him. “Come on in,” I said, 
“but watch your manners.” 


He laughed. 


How 
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()NCE INSIDE I fixed him a drink from 

Dad’s bar. He gulped it down quickly 
and I called a taxi. It came much too 
quickly. As Tommy stood in the doorway 
to leave, he suddenly put one arm on mine 
and drew me toward him. I took one step 
forward, but put both hands against his 
chest. 

“Uh. huh, my good and honorable saxo- 
phone player,” I said. “Let’s not spoil the 
illusion.” 

“Okay, Gloria,” he said with a smile. 
“Can I see you tomorrow?” 

“Call me,” I said. 

He left. 

I took off my clothes, got into the shower 
and stayed there a long while, mulling over 
Tommy Forrest and the strange thing that 
was happening. Suddenly, since I had 
seen him on the stage and at the party, I 
was calmer. I hadn’t tried to impress him 
with my ability to drink hard liquor—I 
had taken but two drinks all evening— 
and J hadn’t tried to blow up my escapades 
to show how grownup I was. He had had 
1 soothing effect on me, and I had handled 
things coolly, deliberately, as if I were try- 
ing to trap him. Was this the beginning 
of love. I wondered. 

I finished my shower and put on my 
most fetching red silk pajamas, the ones 
that hugged every curve. I got a glimpse 
of myself in the mirror. Maybe I should 
have found an excuse to get into these 
while Tommy was here, I said to myself 
devilishly. 

When he called the next day I invited 
him to come to my house that night. I 
wanted to see him all day, but I didn’t 
want to seem anxious. He told me they 
were having another party after their last 
show and asked me to come. I told him 
I'd rather wait for him alone. He didn’t 
argue about that. 

Ted called me late that afternoon and 
suggested a date. I told him I didn’t feel 
like it and was staying home. He offered 

» come over and keep me company, but I 
told him no thanks. Ted was sweet, but he 
yasn’t in the league Tommy and I were 
forming. 

Mother and father made the usual, dis- 
interested inquiries as to what I was plan- 

ing to do that evening. I told them I 

ild probably read, and they left for the 

staurant, no doubt without even hearing 
what my answer was. Dad left ten dollars 

my dresser. As though I needed more 
oney! I already had my own bank ac- 
int. 

lommy came to the house about eleven 

clock that night. The party had been 

uch the same as the night before, and 
band had packed them in at the the- 
ater that day. I told him that they really 
vere carrying the show, because the other 
performers weren’t much. He replied that 
blues singer was still drawing crowds 
her name. I told him he was just be- 

Io kind. 

I fixed drinks from the liquor cabinet 

ain. We picked up some good music on 


the radio and sat together on the sofa. 
With the drinks and the music, I soon felt 
the same strange vibration in Tommy’s 
presence that I had felt before. I nestled 
against his shoulder for a few minutes, and 
then he put his hand to my chin and tilted 
my face towards his. In the soft, low light, 
his face looked almost like that of a movie 
god. He brought his lips down to mine, 
gently, sweetly. The room swayed around 
me and | drew away from him for a mo- 
ment, and then we kissed again, longer, 
deeper. Then I started to put my head 
back on his shoulder, instead raised my 
lips again to his for what was to have 
been a last, quick kiss, but somewhere 
along the way it became the consuming 
fire that was uniting two souls drifting end- 
lessly through time and space. I felt Tom- 
my’s fingers glide up the side of my face, 
along my ears and into my hair and down 
again, and then their movements were lost 
in the blazing torch of our kiss that blotted 
out the world. 

I felt myself being pushed back on the 
couch, but I didn’t feel myself doing any- 
thing about it. Our lips parted for a mo- 
ment. Tommy’s breathing was heavier, but 
not so strong as my own. We kissed again 
and then I pulled my own lips back. 

“No, Tommy, we can’t—” 

He was looking at m2 with his lips half 
parted, his eyes pleading. And then I 
knew and he knew that this was to be it. 
I pushed against him feebly, then gasped 
and threw my arms around his neck, bury- 
ing my face in his. The whole room was 
throbbing, swaying in a world of music, 
and we were playing our own symphony 
of love. 


Afterwards I smoothed my dress and 
fixed Tommy another drink. We talked 
about his remaining days at the theater 
and his leaving. We seemed to be strain- 
ing for conversation, each trying to hide 
the shock of what had happened. I had 
made the opportunity and laid the ground- 
work for all that had occurred, but I 
hadn’t intended it that way. I don’t believe 
that Tommy had either. 

Pretty soon I drove him back to his hotel, 
and we kept on our light, almost aimless 
conversation. When he started to get out 
of the car, he took me in his arms and we 
kissed for a long while. And then we 
parted. 

The next few days were filled with 
thoughts and love for Tommy. His band 
was held over for an additional week, 
giving us more wonderful times together 
for little picnics, parties, and just being 
alone, and now there was no surprise in 
our love-making. 

And then the last day came when Tommy 
promised to write often, kissed me, and 
went away. Just like that, the whole epi- 
sode of Tommy Forrest had gone out of 
my life. It had taken up the most beautiful, 
the most intimate part of it, and now it was 
gone. But no, I told myself, it wasn’t 
gone. Tommy and I were meant for each 
other. We'd be together again. 


In the days that followed, I turned to 
preparation for college. Tommy’s burning 
desire to be a success had fired some ambi. 
tion in me. I wanted to be something noy, 
something smart and fine that he would 
be proud of. I opened the college cata. 
logues with determination. 

When I had made my choice, I began 
planning and buying my collegiate ward. 
robe. I had less time for the gang. for | 
was plannirg a new, thrilling life. Every. 
thing was going to be wonderful. 

And it was, until one morning I became 
ill at the breakfast table. I didn’t remem. 
ber how long it had been since that last 
night with Tommy. I hadn’t worried. or 
even thought, what might happen. Oh, | 
knew what could, but that was always one 
of those things that would happen to other 
girls, never to me. But other unmistakable 
symptoms soon followed the first, and 
finally there was no doubt that the beauty 
and enchantment of our secret sin had 
only kindled the fire of disaster. 

At first I was both frantic and fearful. 
If only I had an older sister—someone to 
go to. I, who had known so much, was 
suddenly faced with my own ignorance of 
the facts of life. To tell my parents was 
out of the question. A visit to a disrep- 
utable doctor was both loathesome and in- 
practical. Word would get out. And even 
if it didn’t, wouldn’t such a thing be as 
morally wrong as murder? What do you 
do when there is a life coming into being 
inside you, and you can neither deny nor 
deliver it? 

For once, the usual disinterest of my 
parents was appreciated, and now the least 
hint of concern for me drew only a sharp 
answer. Once, when mother told me | 
didn’t look so well and perhaps should see 
a doctor, I flew into a rage. Life had turned 
quickly from new-found wonderment into 
misery. 

And then I grasped upon what should 
have been obvious fron the beginning: I 
had to tell Tommy. And then just as sud- 
denly I realized that this was impossible. I 
hadn’t heard from him. I didn’t even know 
where he was. I tried the entertainment 
sections of the newspapers, but there wasn't 
a line about Tommy Forrest. 

Summer was nearly over now, and I was 
still going through the motions of getting 
ready for college, although it was obvious 
that I could do no more than get through 
the first semester, and in all probability 
would be discovered before then. But I kept 
pretending. fooling my family and hoping 
that I would hear from Tommy. 

Finally I did. And the news was another 
bombshell. Tommy had been drafted soon 
after leaving town. He hadn’t even mer 
tioned the possibility to me before, but he 
said now he had feared all the while he 
would be called. He had already finished 
basic training, and was leaving his present 
camp, probably in preparation for ship 
ment overseas. He didn’t give me any 
address to which to write. 

Dumbfounded and heartbroken, I packed 
my bags, got into my car, and headed off 
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for what my parents thought was college. 
Instead, I drove to Washington, D. C. It 
was a city in which I had a few friends— 
girls from my home. I looked up one of 
them when I arrived there, and she helped 
me find a place to stay. Within two weeks I 
had a secretarial job. 

Everything since Tommy’s letter had 
happened mechanically. I had acted on the 
moment of impulse, trying to fade into ob- 
livion. Had I stopped to think about it, I 
would have been frightened by the thought 
of leaving home for a big city all alone 
with no ready-made plans. But I had acted 
out of necessity, and was now living in a 
strange. new world of melancholy, loneli- 
ness and fear. 

When I first arrived in Washington I had 
written my parents, telling them I was in 
Washington for a visit with some of my 
college friends, and that we were going 
right back to the campus. That took care 
of that, for the moment, the business of 
writing to let them know I was all right, 
and at the same time explained the Wash- 
ington postmark. But I realized I would 
have to write again, and the next time I 
wouldn’t be able to explain. And then I 
realized another fallacy in my plan. Any 
letter from my folks must already have 
been returned. 

I was trapped. After a month I wrote 
my parents that I was not in college, had 
never been, and was not going. I told them 
I had a job and was staying in Washington. 
I hoped then that they would be too busy— 
as they had always been—to find out the 
truth about me. 

I also found it necessary for me to stay 
away from my few friends in the city. In 
a desperate moment, I might blurt out the 
truth. If not, they would soon be able to 
see for themselves, and would undoubtedly 
revealing my secret to their 
I was alone, terribly all alone 
inside me. There 


write home, 
own friends. 
with the thriving life 
were moments, in the loneliness of night 
or the unbearable emptiness of a weekend. 
when I looked longingly at the little box 
of sleeping pills I kept beside my bed, or 
gazed out of my third-story window at the 
pavement below. They were the ways out 
—the only ways out. 

But even in the depths of desperation, I 


felt protective for my unborn child. Tom- 
my’s child and mine. 
Soon my new-bought college clothes 


were too tight, and I dipped into my bank 
account for new maternity wear. From the 
start. | had pretended at my job that I was 
married, so there was no problem there. I 
told my husband was 


overseas, 


landlady that my 


HRISTMAS and New Year’s were al- 

most unbearable, and the bleakness of 
my existence remained unchanged. And 
then, one desperately gloomy afternoon 
that was filled with cold haze and wet with 
the slush of an old snow, I trudged in from 
work with the newspaper that was to be 


the execution instrument for the old Gloria 
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CHECK HAIR BEAUTY YOU -_ 
CO Long, Growing Hair 0 Easy to Style, Manage 
( Sleek Shining 00 Soft, Curlable 

(C Stays Fixed Longer (C0 Clean-Smelling Hair 
( Free from Dandruff, Itching, Irritation 


Don’t delay! Order Long-Aid at once by 
mail as thousands do. Use 3 days. It must 
do all we promise, or your money back and 
no questions asked ... you keep Long-Aid 
as free gift! Long-Aid in lush pink jar, 
only $1.10. 

MAIL NO-RISK COUPON NOW! 





LONG-AID COMPANY, Dept. T-71 | 
: P. O. Box 2026 
I MEMPHIS, TENN. A 
1 Please rush Long-Aid with K-7 on absolute money- | 
back guarantee. { 
| I enclose $1.00, plus 10c Fed (cash, | 
| check or money order.) Long- fad” ‘pays all 
postage. y 
i Send C. O. D. I will pay postman $1.10 
on delivery, plus postage an Cc. Oo D. | 
* charges t 
3 NAME - : 
: RIT ove sscxinvssinsntenticiniciniieeedtansvaieanantiieioeboconvie | 
| ative cepudnntsccnsuianabuimdiaeniandii STATE......cccccoccccscccosese ‘ 
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FREEDOM FROM FEAR 
AND WORRY 


Worried about Money, Love, 
Health, Work, Family or any 
Personal Problem? 

FREE book “‘How To Receive” 
reveals inner secrets for re- 
ceiving God's powerful help 
and peace of mind. Tells what 
to do and how to do it. Mailed in a plain 
sealed envelope. If worried by a personal 





problem, send for it today. 
The Triangle Society 
Dept. 15 


Box 6839 Kansas ¢ City 30, Mo. 





GET YOUR 
MAN 


and make him yours FOR- 
EVER. Why take chances 
against other women who 
may be using mysterious 
charms? This is your chance 
to learn and use Secrets of 
Sex Appeal so powerful that even bad women can keep 
good men while good girls go without 


HOW TO WIN AND HOLD A HUSBAND 


contains the very essence of confidential advice that a 
great Love and Marriage Expert has given to thousands 
of women—all reduced to a simple set of rules—an easy 
formula that you can learn to use to WIN YOUR MAN. 
10-DAY TRIAL—Just send your name and address today 
and on delivery deposit only $2 plus postage with your 
postman. (Or send $2 with order to save C.O.D. and post- 
age.) Use for 10 days. I positively GUARANTEE that 
you will be more than delighted or your money back 
promptly and no questions asked. Order At Once. 


LARCH, 118 East 28 St., Dept. 416-H, New York 16 





SENSATIONAL VALUES IN 
LATEST HAIR CREATIONS 


by eeeee HUMANIA 







Humania’s Open Part 
GLAMOUR 


Gives real .natural 
oppeoronce. Has 
double wavy hu- 
mon hoir 18” long. 
Easily attached, a 

Comb front hair 

into it to moke BOB WIG 
your own port. Choice of part el- 
vga oy heavy ther side or center. 
ona 1/3 lined net tHond made 
foundation 10.95 weft. only $21.00 
Mixed grey 13.95 Mixed grey....$24.00 


ALL AROUNDS BRAIDED SIDE PUFFS 
Feother cut style. Will fit Two clusters ot price of 
ony head. Curls ore cro- one. Can be combed, 
quinoled .. . $5.95 Very low price, pr. $3.95 

Mixed grey, $6.95 Mixed grey, pait $4.95 


You have choice of shades; black, off-black, dark-brown. 
Mixed grey prices quoted. State size and color desired. 


FRE Write for your FREE copy Humenie’s 








illustrated Heir Style Beoklee TODAY 


HUMANIA HAIR CO. 


Dept. BB-6 303 Feurth Ave., New York 10, N. Y. 
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Allen. That newspaper had told me that I 
had been cheated out of Tommy, the man 
I loved. And the sudden shock of his death 
had thrown me into the nervous collapse 
that brought about the premature birth— 
and the death—of our child. 

It was two weeks before I was able to 
leave the hospital. But when I did, I tucked 
the whole picture of what had happened 
in the trunk of my mind, locked the mental 
lid, and threw away the key. I had coaxed 
a friendly nurse into finding me a new 
furnished apartment and_ getting my 
clothes moved even before I left the hos- 
pital. I didn’t even want to go back to 
the old one to be reminded of the loneli- 
ness, to see the same room and be re- 
minded that I had dashed from it to the 
sidewalk, and there passed out and had 
been rushed to a hospital by passers-by. 

It would still be some time before I 
could go back to work, and I took a look 
at my bank account—to which my parents 
still deposited money—and decided not to 
go at all. To me, the game of life was now 
clear. You used whatever people you could 
to get whatever comfort you could, and 
iseless people were to be discarded like 
iseless clothing. I had lost everything that 
had mattered, and there was no turning 
back. There was nothing to go back to. 


(nd so, on my eighteenth birthday, the 
Gloria Allen was born. There was 
still, on the surface, the gay, devil-may- 
eare, girl of before, but underneath I was 
i: clear-head. cold-blooded businesswoman. 
I was blossoming into womanhood, and 
the strain of my past had shown only on my 
heart, not my face, except maybe for a 
little sadness along the corners of my 
mouth which seemed to give me a look of 
sadness and gaiety at the same time. It 
gave me mystery of character, a vital asset 
for the course I was about to pursue. 
Living off my bank account, I bought 
new. fascinating clothes, ate in the best 
estaurants available, and went to the clas- 
siest bars. It wasn’t hard to meet men, not 
ven the monied kind I was interested in. 
\t first I was cool and elusive. I came 
ilone and I left alone. It was not enough 
» be desired, I had to create the impression 


new 


being a necessity. 
| made my first and greatest impression 


among a group of characters who later 


( rful 


ide newspaper headlines under such col- 
names as “Catfish,” “Bucklejaws,” 
nd “Jim Yellow.” They were of the easy- 
me, easy-go Cadillac-and-Scotch crowd. I 
picked one of the smoothest and best-look- 
ng of the lot on which to bestow my 
iitial favors. His name was Harold Rus- 
ell, but they called him “Duke.” He had 
mney and a sportsman’s know-how. Any- 
hing he didn’t have he could put his hands 
Duke was a good start. 
[ had been in the presence of Duke and 
friends on several occasions—always 
irriving alone and turning down all bids 
for a ride home—before I consented to let 
Duke be my escort. He was both surprised 


) 


and pleased the first night I let him take 
me home, and the the next two weeks I 
was his almost constant companion at par- 
ties, the race tracks, dinner, and even 
once at the counting table. On that latter 
occasion I saw how a few men take a lot 
each day from the faithful many who be- 
lieve they can dream upon or guess a lucky 
number. 

For me, it was all fun, and fun was what 
I was interested in. Duke was giving me 
pleasure, and I was ready for the time 
when he would demand his. The time came 
soon enough. 

He had taken me to his apartment for 
“a drink” after dinner and a dance, but it 
was soon apparent that a drink wasn’t what 
he really wanted. He kissed me, as I had 
let him do before, and then he began his 
experienced yet crude caresses. But this 
time the warmth of liquor, the softness of 
lights and the sweetness of music were 
only lost waves beating upon a rock-walled 
shore. Duke was picking up speed in head- 
long passion, and I used words to slow 
him. 

“Down, boy,” I said gently, “you’re wrin- 
kling mama’s dress.” 

“Baby, let’s not be coy,” Duke said. 

“Fine,” I said. “Let’s just be practical.” 

“T am,” Duke replied. “The door’s locked 
and the bedroom is empty. What do you 
want me to do? Make love to you? Tell 
you how beautiful and wonderful you are? 
You’ve heard all that, baby, even from me.” 

“Sure, I’ve heard it all. honey.” I said. 
“And do you know, not one of those nice 
compliments pays my landlord or my fur- 
rier, not to mention the butcher and 
baker.” 

“What are you trying to do, earn a liv- 
ing?” Duke demanded in a voice that 
showed his irritation. 

“No, darling.” I said soothingly. “But 
this is Washington, you know. [I’m just 
lobbying for a little social security.” 

Duke grinned sheepishly, and I knew I 
had conquered him. Then he picked me 
up in his arms. 

“One more thing,” I said. “When you 
buy a few shares of stock, you still don’t 
own the company.” 

I kicked off one shoe and it banged 
against the floor, breaking the ensuing si- 
lence. And then I let Duke carry me off 
to his bedroom. 

Thus, Duke became the first of a proces- 
sion of well-to-do men whom I allowed to 
show their thankfulness for enjoyment of 
my more intimate charms by presenting 
such items as diamonds, furs, expensive 
clothing, and varying amounts of cash. By 
putting myself at their disposal at timely 
and not-too-frequent intervals, I was able 
to see Miami in the winter and Atlantic 
City in the summer. I wore the best clothes 
to the best places and conducted myself 
in the proper manner. In every sense of 
the word, I was a lady—believing that 
men were willing to pay more for a lady. 

My patronage included businessmen, at- 
torneys, doctors, some of the better-paid 
teachers, gentlemen-at-large and various 


other men of wealth. I was what you might 
call, in kinder language, a mistress-of. 
fortune. 

I had been playing the game for nearly 
two years when a friend of mine, Sue An. 
drews, called me at my apartment one 
night. 

“Gloria, how’d you like to entertain a 
friend for Larry?” she asked. 

Larry was an extremely nice, middle. 
aged acquaintance of ours who headed an 
insurance firm. He was more or less Sue’s 
special property whenever he felt the yen 
to sin. 

“No thanks,” I said. I didn’t go for 
that blind date stuff, you could never tell 
when you might have a financial dud. 

“Gloria, honey, this is kind of special,” 
Sue insisted. “Larry’s got a young fellow 
who’s a real ball of fire he wants to get 
into the business. He’s already with an- 
other company down South, but Larry’s 
giving him the plush carpet treatment. You 
know, invited him to see the main office, 
taking him to dinner, shows and generally 
letting him see what a good time he can 
have working here. The guy’s kind of a 
square, you know.” 

“So?” I said. 

“So you could just about sew him up. | 
wouldn’t even ask you if it wasn’t for 
Larry,” Sue said. 

Larry was a real nice guy, I thought to 
myself. Maybe just this once. 

“Okay,” I said. 

We were to all meet at Sue’s place in a 
couple of hours. I showered, dressed and 
went over. Sue was bringing out a tray of 
drinks when she stopped in the hall to let 
me in. I put my wrap in a closet and 
followed her into the living room. 

Larry was sitting on the sofa. A tall, 
chocolate young man stood with his back 
to me, looking out the window. 

“Hello-o-o, baby.” Larry said, getting up 
off the sofa to greet me. 

I walked straight into his arms and 
kissed him on the cheek. 

“Larry, you doll,” I said. 

By this time Sue was introducing the 
other fellow. 

“Gloria, this is—” 

I didn’t hear the rest of her words. I 
just stood there—staring Ted in the face. 

Both of us were surprised, and our own 
awkwardness in greeting let Larry and Sue 
know that we already knew each other 
and were both embarrassed at the circum- 
stances under which we were now meeting. 

Sue quickly made some excuse about 
needing Larry to help her out in the 
kitchen, and Larry was relieved to go, leav- 
ing Ted and me alone. 

While we mumbled through the first 
stages of our surprise, my mind rapidly 
tried to think the situation through. to give 
me an attitude to stand on. I was sure that 
Ted had seen my face flush and eyes wilter 
before his own questioning, condemning 
look. Then I decided I was being unduly 
shameful. All Ted was supposed to know 
at this point was that I was a friend of 
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Sue and Larry, and Larry was his pros- 
pective boss. 

But Ted’s own eyes told me he wasn’t 
the “square” Sue thought him to be. He 
knew what I was. 

Suddenly I heard Ted say very quietly: 

“Gloria, why this?” 

I blazed at him in defiance and the hot 
words tumbled from my tongue. 

“Look, baby boy,” I said, “you’re here 
for a good time and I’m here to entertain 
you. What more do you expect for the 
evening, a chance to deliver a sermon? 
Relax, enjoy yourself and don’t ask so 
many questions.” 

Ted grabbed me by the shoulders and 
shook me violently. 

“Listen,” he snapped, “I don’t know 
what kind of guys you deal with to hand 
the line to, but I’m the same old Ted, 
remember? The boy who used to take you 
to the movies and watch you cry over the 
sad parts. Come off that hard stuff and tell 
me what’s happened to you.” 

I wanted to slap him and I wanted to 
say something to hurt him, the way he was 
hurting me by trying to take me_ back 
through the last years. I tried to argue and 
I tried to insult him, but it was useless. 
Ted’s words reminded me of home, friends, 
security and, most of all, Ted. He brought 
back all of the loneliness without any of the 
bitterness. 

Soon I was crying again, for the first 
time since I left the hospital. Between 
tears I gave Ted a capsuled account of 
what had happened since I disappeared 
from home. He handed me a handkerchief 
from his coat pocket, but he didn’t touch 
me. He didn’t even offer me his shoulder 
to cry on. 

“You poor, crazy kid,” he was saying. 
“Because the kind of love your parents 
offered, and the kind I offered, wasn’t 
good enough for you. you have to show 
the world you don’t need anybody. You’re 
always so busy proving something to the 
world, what have you proven to yourself? 
That you can go through the act of love 
and still kick love in the face?” 

“IT needed somebody, Ted,” I sobbed. “I 
just didn’t seem to have anybody.” 

I threw myself toward him, and my tears 
splashed on his neck. 

Ted was quiet for a moment. I felt his 
arms tighten around my waist. 

“You've always had me.” he said huskily. 

“But I’ve been so cheap,” I said. And 
then I drew back from him. “And what 
about tonight?” I asked. 

“My train leaves at midnight,” he said, 
looking at his watch and then straight at 
me. 

I thought I saw something good in his 
eyes, something wonderful and forgiving. 

“I could pack my clothes by then.” I 
said. THE END 
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Straight Hair! 
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Cold Permanent 
CREAM HAIR STRAIGHTENER 


When you use Perma-Strate, you use the original 
and world’s largest selling cold permanent cream 
hair straightener. Perma-Strate’s special formula 
protects your hair. There’s absolutely no burn, 
no redness, no scalp irritation. One gentle, 
creamy application keeps hair soft, naturally- 
looking straight for 3 to 6 months.. lets you 
easily dress, comb or style your hair exactly as 
you want. Over one million happy men and 
women have already proved what Perma-Strate 
can do for you! So, start today, have natural- 
looking, really straight hair the modern Permae 
Strate way! 


At Druggists, $2 pius tax 


lf druggist can't supply, write to 
Perma-Strate, 27! Vance, Memphis, Tenn. 


_For dull, dry, brittle and splitting hair use HAIR SHEEN by Perma-Strate 


If you suffer with attacks of Asthma and choke 
and gasp for breath, if restful sleep is difficult 
because of the struggle to breathe, don’t fail to 
send at once to the mtier Asthma Company for 


FRONTIER ASTHMA 



























a FREE trial of h 

MEDICINE, preparation for temporary symp- 
tomatic relief of paroxysms of Bronchial Asthma. 
No tte1 you live <« 1 you have | 
fai n nedicine under sun, send today 
for this free trial. It will cost you nothing. 
FRONTIER AsTHMA Co., 47-X, FRONTIER BLoDG., | 


462 N1aGara St. Burravo 1, N. Y 














Be Your Own 
- MUSIC Teacher 


LEARN AT HOME THIS QUICK MONEY-SAVING WAY 
Simple as A-B-C, Your lessons consist of real selections, 
instead of tiresome exercises, You read real notes — no 
*“‘numbers” or trick music. Some of our 900,000 students 
are band LEADERS. Everything is in print and pictures, 
First you are told what to do, Then a picture shows you 
| how, Then you play it yourself and hear how it sounds, 


Soon you are playing your favorite 
| music. Mail coupon for Free 36-page FREE 
illustrated book, Mention your favorite 
instrument, U, $. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, Hifele) ual 
N. Y 


tudio A-346, Port Washington, N. Y. 
: ee ee ee ee ee 
rc S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, Studio 4-346, 

Port Washington, N. Y. | 

Please send me your FREE 36-page illustrated book. 

I would like to play (Name Instrument). 

Have you 
Instrument?..ses+s j 


VOODOO-DEVIL’S 
PERFUME 


You, who are interested in the OCCULT, 
SPIRITUALISM and SECRET RITES, 
will want this EXTRA SPECIAL pow- 
erful VOODOO perfume, conjuring up 
phantasies, wish fulfillment and hidden 
desires. ONLY for those, who are not 
afraid of EXTRA STRONG ATTRAC- 
TIONS from the opposite sex. COMES 
TO YOU IN A BLACK SATIN BOX 
and is the GENUINE article. Get = 
VOODOO now! 100% money back 
guarantee in 7 days if not pleased. Only 
$3.00 with order (if C.0.D. $3.50).™ 

VUDV, 177 McLean Ave., Dept. TN-7 

Yonkers 5, N. Y. 
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I Was The 
Other 


Woman 
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(Continued from Page 37) 


not even suspected until a few minutes 
ago! I felt guilty enough, thinking him 
single. And all the time I’d been having an 
affair with a married man! The thought 
was intolerable. This other woman—this 
wife: Who was she? How long had Arthur 
been married to her? Had he been living 
with her while practically living with me? 
How could he have done that to me? And 
saying he thought I knew. Why had he 
said that? Surely he must have known that 
had I even suspected he was married I 
would never have had anything to do with 
him. I shuddered with an agony compound- 
ed of many emotions: Anger, outrage, guilt, 
crief ... and jealousy. But at the same 
time I knew that . . . despite everything, 
I loved Arthur—loved him desperately! 

Then I felt him beside me, felt his arms 
encircle me, felt his face against mine, and 
| sobbed a protest, tried to push him away. 
But when he began to kiss away my tears 
[ moaned and clutched him with the des- 
peration of one drowning, knowing that I 
could not resist him, for the hot excitement 
of his kisses. his caresses, blazed through 
me like wildfire. burning away my doubts, 
my fears, my every conscious thought! 


No, I really had not known Arthur Hay- 
den was married. Although he had never 
said that he was not, he had given me every 
reason to assume it. When, three months 
before he had rented the apartment which 
adjoined mine, he had told me he wanted a 
quiet place to work, explaining that while 
he maintained an office, he preferred to do 
certain of his accounting work where he 
would not be subject to interruptions of 
any kind. I was quite impressed because 
his card identified him as a Certified Pub- 
lic Accountant. I was even more impressed 
by him, and not merely because he was 
good looking in a very masculine way, but 
because he radiated a quiet, mature dig- 
nity, a quality I much admire. 

When I acquired the building it had six 
seven-room apartments, two on each floor. 
I had caused each to be divided into two 
apartments, four rooms in the front ones, 
and three in those in the rear. In all but 
mine the connecting halls had been re- 
placed by walls. Thinking I might later 
want to use the whole seven rooms for my- 
self and my two children, instead of a wall, 
[ had a heavy door, with a special lock, in- 
stalled between my apartment and the one 
back of it. But for at least two months 
now, that door had not been locked. . . 

Until then I had been certain that while 
I might some day marry again, I could 
never love another man as I had loved Paul 
Redding, my soldier husband who had been 
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killed on the Korean battle front three 
years ago. Our children, Paul, junior and 
his sister, Paula, twins, were three years 
old when I lost my husband. They were 
lively, healthy youngsters and really kept 
me on the go, taking care of them. Had it 
not been for them, I don’t know what I 
would have done, so intense was my grief. 

We were living in this same apartment 
when Paul had gone off to war, never to 
return. In due time I was paid his govern- 
ment insurance and used most of the sum 
to buy this building. I did that because it 
returned enough in rentals for us to live 
well and yet make substantial payments on 
the mortgage. Too, I wanted to remain in 
Millen, the smaller of the famed “Twin 
Cities.” St. Lawrence, the other “Twin,” 
was just across the river, in another state. 
It was much larger than Millen and as Paul 
said, too “dickty,” meaning too social mind- 
ed. I had only one friend in St. Lawrence, 
Della Hobbs, from my hometown, who was 
married to the managing editor of the St. 
Lawrence Weekly World, the biggest com- 
munity newspaper in the section. But I 
seldom saw Della, although once in a while 
we talked on the telephone. 

Managing my building hadn’t been dif- 
ficult. It was in an outlying neighborhood 
and my tenants were quiet working people 
who paid their rents promptly, and I sel- 
dom had a vacancy. I lived a very quiet 
life myself, and aside from regular at- 
tendance at church, hardly went anywhere 
except to take the twins to the movies or 
on other outings. Even so, a number of 
men had shown marked interest in me, es- 
pecially those of my church, but I shied 
from them all, for Paul’s memory was still 
warm and I had the feeling that to have 
any interest in any other man would be 
somehow disloyal to that memory. Too, I 
suspected that my property, which had 
greatly increased in value since I bought 
it, might have been the real attraction to 
some of my would-be suitors. 

In the main, my life was lonely and un- 
happy; and from time to time I suffered 
spells of deep despondency or became 
highly nervous. My doctor said there was 
nothing wrong with me organically—that 
my trouble was caused by my need for a 
physical and emotional outlet, tactfully 
suggesting that I re-marry. 

Good advice—but not for me. Or so I 
believed until Arthur Hayden came into my 
life. Then, apparently, forces beyond my 
control took over. I was very conscious of 
him right from the first, strongly aware of 
him as a person. Even during the first week 
after he rented the apartment back of mine 
I caught myself wondering about him, 
about his life and... his friends—his 
female friends. 

For the first time since I bought the 
building I used my landlady’s privilege 
and visited an apartment during a tenant’s 
absence—hAis apartment. He had installed 
in his living room a large, flat-topped desk, 
some filing cabinets, an impressive electric 
computing machine and a typewriter. His 


bedroom had not been used; its clothes 
closet was empty. For some reason this dis. 
covery was—disappointing, for it meant 
that Mr. Hayden really used his quarters 
for business purposes only and lived— 
where? With his—wife, perhaps? That 
idea was definitely unwelcome. Was I jeal- 
ous of a man I scarcely knew? Had I sub. 
consciously hoped he was unmarried? If 
so, why? Remembering my doctor’s advice, 
I wondered if it was because my hunger 
for the love i’d grown used to as a married 
woman, had built up to the danger point; 
and if it was that which caused me to be so 
strongly drawn to my new tenant—because 
he was a man... and... was—avail- 
able. 


COULDN’T ANSWER such disturbing 

speculations. Maybe I was afraid to. But 
I did resolve to guard against what I could 
not help knowing were the wrongful desires 
back of them lest they betray me into sin- 
ning against God’s laws—and besmirching 
the precious memories of my children’s 
father. 

So I shut my mind against Arthur Hay- 
den. Perhaps it would be more honest to 
admit that I tried to—and failed. I had 
only to look at the blank face of that con- 
necting door between our apartments and 
all sorts of upsetting thoughts would creep 
through my mind, some of them so vivid 
they made me feel as guilty as if they had 
actually happened. Despite myself I was 
almost fascinated by that door. Sometimes 
I would stand so close to it my body actu- 
ally pressed hard against it while I listened 
for sounds beyond it which would mean 
that he was there. It was as though I were 
a callow girl in the grip of that wild, in- 
effably sweet torture which is first love. 
And it did absolutely no good to remind 
myself that I was not a girl, but a woman, 
a mother and a widow, even though I was 
only twenty-four. And when I chanced to 
see him driving up. o departing, the mere 
sight of him sent delicious thrills through 
me; and just the sound of his footsteps in 
the hall made my heart beat faster. And I 
wondered what in the world was wrong 
with me. 

But, deep down, I knew! Like it or not, 
right or wrong, I had fallen in love with a 
stranger! 

But Arthur didn’t remain a_ stranger 
long. One afternoon, about ten days after 
he first came, I was sitting by a front win- 
dow watching for my children to come 
home from school when Arthur drove up in 
his big Buick and parked in front of the 
building. He had just stepped out when 
he glanced toward the corner, then practi- 
cally leaped back into his car and roared 
away. I was mystified by his action—and 
alarmed. From what I had seen of him he 
had not seemed the type to move so swiftly 
—and dramatically. Had anyone been after 
him? I decided it was just the ether way: 
He had been after someone. But who? And 
why? I craned against the window, trying 
to see to the corner, but could not. An in 
pulse to dash outside and have a look rose 
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up in me, but I resisted it. Probably he 
would be back in a minute or two. And be- 
sides, whatever he was doing was his busi- 
ness, not mine. Or so said my mind. My 
heart felt otherwise. 

I glanced at my clock: Three-forty-five! 
Little Paul and his sister ought to have 
been home fifteen minutes ago. Their school 
was just a couple of blocks away. Alarmed, 
I put on a coat and hurried out to the 
street. I didn’t see them. They had just 
stopped along the way to play probably, I 
thought. But a feeling of unease kept 
growing, for while Paula might have lin- 
gered en route home, Paul, steady little fel- 
low that he was, would have made her 
come straight home, as per my stern or- 
ders. I thought perhaps I would see them 
when I got to the corner—but I did not. I 
started up the street toward the school, al- 
most running. I had gone a block when a 
car coming from the opposite direction sud- 
denly swerved across the street and stopped 
in front of me—Arthur’s car! And beside 
him, Paula and Paul! 

“Mommy!” Paul yelled as I ran to the 
car, “A bad man made us get into his ole 
automobile and he ran off with us and Mr. 
Hayden caught up with him and gee whiz, 
did he ever beat him up good!” 

During Paul’s breathless outburst Arthur 
climbed out and came around to me, his 
clothes dusty and ripped in several places, 
and there was a bad bruise on his cheek, 
but he was smiling. 

“What happened?” I cried, dragging the 
children out of the car and hugging them 
to me. 

“It was just about like your son told it,” 
Arthur replied. “I had just driven up to 
your building when I saw a car stop at the 
corner just as your youngsters came around 
it. He had something in his hand which he 
offered them—candy, I guess, and—” 

“Yeah.” little Paul broke in excitedly, “a 
big choc’lit bar, Mommy, an’ Paula, the 
dumbbell, she ran up to grab it and I ran 
after her and grabbed onto her and the 
man pushed us both into his ole car and 
drove away real fast. Mommy! And 

“Hush, darling,” I bade. “I want to hear 
Mr. Hayden.” 

Arthur smiled, dabbing at his bloody 
cheek with a spotless white handkerchief. 
“There isn’t much to tell, Mrs. Redding. 
The man didn’t know I was following him 
and I waited until we reached a traffic sig- 
nal, then just drove in front of him and 
forced him to the curb.” 

“Yeah.” my irrepressible little boy in- 
terrupted excitedly, “And he jumped out 
and hit you with a stick—” 

“A tire iron,” Arthur corrected, patting 
his head. 

“Yeah, a tire iron,” little Paul repeated, 
“then you hit him and—and you hit him a 
lot, didn’t you, Mr. Hayden?” 

“Oh, a few times,” Arthur laughed. Then 
he sobered. “I turned him over to the po- 
lice, Mrs. Redding. You'll have to go to the 
precinct and sign a complaint 
against the fellow. The officers there knew 
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him—said he had a record as a child mo- 
lester.” 

As realization of what had almost hap- 
pened to my babes burst on me, I swayed, 
almost fainting, and Arthur quickly put 
his arm around me, and steadied me. “I’d 
better get you home, Mrs. Redding,” he 
said, helping me into the car. “I know this 
has been a terrible shock.” 

I nodded, unable to speak, fighting to 
keep from tumbling into the blackness that 
seemed to surround me. Only when we were 
all in my apartment a few minutes later did 
[ really revive. Then I broke down and 
wept hysterically, as reaction set in. 

Later, when I had recovered, I thanked 
Arthur for his prompt and courageous ac- 
tion in recovering my babes. And I insisted 
on applying an ice pack to the bruise on 
his face. 

“It’s been a long time since anyone 
fussed over me like this,” he told me. “Not 
since my mother passed on, in fact.” 

My heart lifted with gladness, for what 
he said indicated there was no other woman 
in his life, I thought. No—wife! 

“After what you did, Mr. Hayden,” I 
vowed fervently, “I haven’t done half the 
‘fussing around’ I’m going to do—if you'll 
allow me.” 

His eyes warmed with a slow smile. “Jf 
I'll allow you? Mrs. Redding, don’t you 
know I’m just eating this up?” 

His look and tone flustered me, but I hid 
it by saying, “I’ve something much more 
substantial to offer you—if you will have 
dinner with us.” 

“I'll be happy to.” he replied eagerly. 
“I’m rather tired of always eating in res- 
taurants. And—thanks very much!” 

So it began. 

After dinner, over a few glasses of wine, 
we talked for quite a while, exchanging in- 
formation about ourselves. And once he 
remarked, “You know, Mrs. Redding, I’m 
really surprised that a young, attractive 
woman like you hasn’t married again.” 

Marriage,” I stated, “is a very serious 
proposition, Mr. Hayden. Especially when 
one has two young children.” 

“T agree,” he replied soberly. “But it 
seems to me that if one is fortunate enough 
to find the right mate. it could be quite 
wonderful, don’t you think?” 

“T know it can,” I said. “But I hardly 
expect to find another man like my hus- 
band was. That would be asking too 
esate 

“Oh, I don’t know about that,” he said 
thoughtfully. “It is possible, isn’t it, that 
you might meet the right man for you and 

ur children?” 

| avoided his steady gaze and replied, 
“Possible—yes. But not likely, I’m afraid.” 
[ laughed and jokingly remarked, “Be- 

ides, it seems to me that all such men are 
already married.” 

Mr. Hayden laughed, too. “You know, 
that has been my feeling about the women 
I’ve met, Mrs. Hayden.” He held me with 
his smiling glance and said clearly, “At 
least until very, very recently.” 


iO 


I lowered my lashes to hide the happy 
light I was sure his words had created in 
them, not only because of their obvious 
meaning, but because surely he would not 
have uttered them if he were married, or 
even engaged. But I tried to make sure, so 
in a kidding way I said, “Don’t you think 
that’s a rather dangerous statement to 
make to a lonely widow, Mr. Hayden? She 
might—take it personally, you know.” 

“Tt was my hope that she would,” he re- 
plied quietly. “Believe me, I don’t say 
things like that lightly, Mrs. Redding. I’m 
not that kind of man.” 

What I replied, if anything. I don’t re- 
member, but I do remember feeling a shin- 
ing, joyous presentiment that this man was 
going to be mine! 

That night I lay awake for hours think- 
ing about Arthur Hayden . both as the 
man with whom Id fallen in love, and as 
the brave rescuer of my children from a 
terrible fate . . . and I thanked my Lord 
for using him as His instrument to that 
end, which, I could not help believing, was 
a sign, an omen that I’d been unconsciously 
awaiting for so very long. When finally I 
slept it was of Arthur that I dreamed—and 
what a thrilling dream! It was so vivid, so 
real that I could not face his glance when 
I happened to run into him the next after- 
noon when he arrived with quite a lot of 
good looking luggage. Truthfully, our en- 
counter wasn’t an accident. I saw him 
through the window when he drove up and 
hurried to the foyer. 

When Arthur entered, I was unlocking 
my mail box. “Well. hello there.” he called, 
sounding as though he was glad to see me. 
He waved at the handbags. which he had 
set on the floor. “I’m really moving in,” he 
informed me. I’ve been living at the “Y” 
and it occurred to me that I’d much rather 
live here. I—uh—hope you don’t mind?” 

“Of course I don’t.” I replied, very much 
occupied with peering into my quite empty 
mail box. “In fact, I’m very glad. I mean 
I added hastily. “after what happened to 
my children yesterday, having a friend 
well. a sense of safety.” 





close by gives me 

“Well. I'm very happy to know you re- 
gard me as a friend.” he said quietly, “be- 
cause the feeling is mutual.” 

“Tt—is?” I murmured. Then I could not 
help looking at him. and probably my eyes 
revealed more than I knew for he replied 
quickly, “You know it is—Constance!” 

That really rang the happy bells! But 
so did learning that he had been living at 
the YMCA—a haven for single men. 

I had him to dinner again that evening— 
a very special dinner. Paula and Paul 
greeted him with shouts of joy and prompt- 
ly climbed all over him. which he seemed 
to enjoy. He rode them on his knees and 
showed Paul how to “make a fist,” what- 
ever that was, and once he remarked, “I'd 
give all I have if these two tikes were 
mine.” 

“Oh—you'll probably have some of your 
own, someday,” I said. 

“That is my hope,” he answered, look- 


ing me straight in the eyes. “But I wouldn’t 
at all mind having these two, also. You 
wouldn’t care to sell them, would you?” 

Little Paul instantly declared, “Mommy 
wouldn't sell us!” But Paula said, “I'd like 
to be your little girl, Mr. Hayden.” Then, 
after a quick glance at me, she added, “But 
I'd still want to be Mommy’s little girl, 
too!” 

Arthur looked at me, his eyes twinkling. 
“You know, Paula, I think that’s a swell 
idea! You ask your mother if she can’t 
think of a way to work it out, eh?” 

Feeling the blood mounting hotly in my 
face I hurried out to the kitchen and made 
a great clatter with pots and pans to cover 
my confusion—and the sparkling happi- 
ness his words had evoked. 


A ND—so it went. The way Arthur got 
** along with my children—they were 
soon calling him “Uncle Arthur”—was 
highly pleasing to me. It was clear he 
would make them a good step-father. Nor 
could I escape knowing that if Arthur 
touched me I’d just—melt! I knew that it 
would happen and I was afraid of the in- 
evitable moment when it did. Yet, I longed 
for it, hungered for it, despite the low- 
pitched warnings of my conscience. 

The “moment” came most unexpectedly. 
After Arthur started living in his apart- 
ment. I’d taken it upon myself to keep it 
clean. One morning after he’d left I en- 
tered it and, having made his bed, was 
bending over to give the pillows a final pat, 
when I sensed someone behind me. Star- 
tled, I straightened up and bumped into— 
Arthur! I hadn’t heard him return, or 
enter the room, but there he was. I had 
been almost scared to death for a second, 
and in my relief at finding him just back 
of me, and not a stranger, I cried out his 
name, and the next thing I knew we were 
locked in a tight embrace and he was kiss- 
ing me and I was responding with un- 
ashamed ardor. matcl ing his every caress 

and more! 

Later—much later, when I was again 
alone I had a wonderful feeling of light- 
ness, as though I were floating on air and 
it was hours before ecstatic little quiver- 
ings ceased to ripple through me. With 
languorous joy I knew I was again a wom- 
an fulfilled! Later, perhaps. I would be 
assailed by guilt, by belated shame at my 
wanton conduct, but I didn’t care, for I 
had been much, much too long starved for 





love. 

The next several weeks brimmed over 
with the very special happiness known only 
to those perfectly matched couples who 
love deeply and—passionately. The only 
shadow on our illicit “honeymoon” was 
that Arthur seemed content to have things 
as they were, for he had not spoken of 
marriage, nor even hinted of it, as he had 
before we became lovers. 

Then came that terrible day, when like 
a stroke of doom, Arthur revealed that he 
was already married when he told me he 
had decided to divorce his wife so that he 
could marry me. Although I had lacked the 
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will to resist him when he followed me 
into my bedroom after that fatal announce- 
ment, I was shocked more deeply than I 
For only later did full realization 
I was en- 


realized. 
flood over me of what it meant. 
gulfed in a tidal wave of anguish and re- 
remembering a long ago day 
nearing home 
Carrie 


morse... 
of my childhood .. . 
after school, I saw a neighbor, Mrs. 
Cotton, hurrying up the street, her face 
twisted in such a terrible way, she scared 
me. For a fat woman, she was walking 
real fast—almost running. Just before we 
would have met, she wheeled into Mrs. 
Linda Ligget’s yard and charged up on the 
porch of Mrs. Ligget’s house and began 
hammering on the door with both fists. 

I stopped to watch, wondering why Mrs. 
Cotton looked and acted so crazy. Then 
Mrs. Ligget opened the door, then tried to 
close it, but Mrs. Cotton grabbed her and 
started screaming and fighting her. Mrs. 
Ligget, a small woman, was screaming too 
as she tried to get away from Mrs. Cotton, 
and she almost did. But Mrs. Cotton got 
hold of her dress and ripped off so much 
of it, Mrs. Ligget was practically naked. 
Then Mrs. Cotton beat her until she fell 
and her long, shiny black hair came loose 
and Mrs. Cotton got both hands into it and 
dragged Mrs. Ligget down the porch steps 
to the walk, then dragged her back up 
again and got on top of her and banged her 
head against the porch floor so hard the 
sound made me sick to my stomach and I 
flew home. 

When I excitedly told my mother what 
was happening she ran up the street and 
after a while she came back, pulling Mrs. 
Cotton by the arm, and Mrs. Cotton was 
crying loudly the last I saw of her as Mama 
street. 


when, 


led her into her house across the 
Mama stayed over there so long that Papa 
got home from his work at the Post Office, 
and asked where she was, and I told him, 
and also about Mrs. Cotton fighting Mrs. 
Ligget and he whistled and said, “Well, 
Carrie had to find out sometime, I guess. 
Poor Sam is really in hot water now!” 

Sam was Mrs. Cotton’s husband. He was 
a dining car waiter and I always thought 
he was a very nice man. 

I didn’t know what the trouble was until 
that evening when Mama and Papa talked 
about it, thinking I was asleep. But I 
wasn’t. I’d gotten out of bed and was 
standing by my 
wide open. 


door, my ears propped 


“Poor Carrie,” I heard Mama say, “she’s 
almost out of her mind.” 

“And poor Linda Ligget is almost out of 
hair,” Papa said, half laughing. 
just about snatched her bald.” 
“Poor Linda my foot!” Mama exclaimed. 
“Any woman who tries to steal another 
woman’s husband ought to have her head 
snatched off, _ just her hair!” 

“Maybe,” Papa mused, “if Carrie hadn't 
let herself go like she has the last few 
years—you know, getting so fat and sloppy 
—well, maybe S 


“Carrie 


sam wouldn’t have gotten 


interested in some other woman.’ 
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“That may be,” Mama admitted, “but 
nobody can say that she hasn’t taken won- 
derful care of their children. It’s only 
since they started coming that Carrie let 
herself get so out of shape.” 

“Yes, but maybe Frank wanted a little 
taking care of himself,” Papa suggested. 

“Regardless of all that,” Mama said 
sharply, “Linda Ligget got exactly what 
she deserved, the sly, mealy-mouthed little 
tart! Breaking up Carrie’s home, stealing 
her husband! Women like her ought to be 
tarred and feathered!” 

And so on. Learning why Mrs. Cotton 
had attacked Mrs. Ligget made me change 
my opinion of the pretty little widow. I 
had always admired her because she was 
so small and dainty, with large dark eyes 
ind lovely hair, and a way of walking like 
she was a—a princess, or something. But 
when I understood that she was really an 
evil woman who stole other women’s hus- 
bands, I learned to despise her, like Mama 
and other neighbor women did. And from 
then on, the phrase, “The Other Woman” 
aroused an angry feeling in me and I re- 
carded all such creatures as the lowest 
form of human life. 

That is, I did until J became “The Other 
Woman.” 

It did no good knowing that I had not set 
out to steal another woman’s husband, since 
[ really had not known Arthur was mar- 
ried, although he had presumed that I 
had. At first I had not believed him. Be- 
ause everything he had said confirmed 
my impression that he was single. I told 
him that, repeating various of his remarks 
to prove it. He was quite upset because 
ie understood then why I had taken them 
as | had. What he could not seem to under- 
stand was my complete ignorance about 
his background. From the little he said in 
explaining that, I gathered, was because 
he was much more prominent in the Twin 
Cities, especially in St. Lawrence, than I 
had known. He probably would have ex- 
plained more fully if I had not been so 
hurt that, believing he was doubting my 
lack of knowledge about him, I burst into 
tears, and ran into the bathroom and locked 


the door. 

When I came out, Arthur was gone. It 

as almost noon by then. [ still found it 
hard to realize what had happened. We 
had been so wonderfully happy, and hav- 
ing no real doubts that sooner or later we 
would be married, I had made all sorts of 
plans for the future. Now all those plans, 
those golden dreams. were in ruins. 

But—were they? Did they have to be? 
\rthur had kept insisting that regardless, 
he was going to divorce his wife, or make 
her divorce him, and then we would marry. 
So all I had to do was to be patient. to 
wait, and I could still have him and the 
rest of our lives would be as I had hoped— 
and planned. Besides, at the time we met, 
he had been living apart from his wife for 
several weeks. So had I really stolen him 
from her? 

{ll sorts of questions stabbed at me 
when that thought came into my mind: 


Oo 
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Why had Arthur left his wife? Whose 
fault was it? What kind of woman was 
she? What had she done to drive him 
away from her? Or—what had he done? 
But most important, except for me, would 
they have gone back together? And if that 
possibility existed, had I the right to fore- 
starit... 7? 

Knowing nothing about their affairs, all 
I could do was wonder. But I did not have 
to wonder about my feeling for Arthur, for 
I knew that no matter what the situation 
was, I loved him, heart and soul—loved 
him more even than—Paul. Admitting that 
to myself was not easy. Yet, it was true! 
Still, I could not dodge knowing that I had 
allowed my normal sense of right and 
wrong to be blurred by my emotions, my— 
man hunger. Had I not ruthlessly overrid- 
den my consciousness of wrongdoing. I 
would never have permitted our relation- 
ship to have become so—intimate. And had 
I not, all this could not have happened. 


N THAT TORTURED hour when I did 
not know where to turn, I belatedly 
remembered there was still One who had it 
in His power to help me. Until recently I 
had always lived a Christian life, and I 
had depended upon Him, as a_ beloved 
Father, to help me solve my problems. But 
when I became Arthur’s wife in all ways 
except the sanction of God or man. I had 
placed my love and trust in Arthur, rather 
than in Him. And now I was paying for it 
with heartbreak. Then and there I fell upon 
my knees and prayed for forgiveness of my 
sins, and—for guidance. 

{ felt better, afterward, knowing I had 
placed my burden in hands stronger than 
any mortal man possessed. in confidence 
that it would be lifted from me in the de- 
gree that I deserved. I was able then to go 
about my household tasks. the most imme- 
diate being preparing lunch for Paul and 
Paula, soon due home from school. As I 
was making the peanut butter-jelly sand- 
wiches they loved, I thought of Della 
Hobbs, my hometown friend who lived in 
St. Lawrence, for the first time in months; 
and I decided I would call her later and 
gossip for a while, to take my mind off my 
troubles. Then it occurred to me that Della 
could very probably supply me with some 
information about Arthur’s wife. In fact, 
being the wife of a newspaper editor, she 
would be the very one! But it would be 
best to see her and talk to her, rather than 
to telephone her. I mean, to find out what 
I wanted to know. I’d have to call her to 
see if she was free. and on the moment’s 
impulse, I did. We had quite a conver- 
sation, but I did not mention the subject 
I was most interested in. I did tell her that 
I was coming over to St. Lawrence in an 
hour or two, and it was she who suggested 
that I visit her. 

So, once the children were headed back 
to school, I dressed and took the bus for 
St. Lawrence. Della seemed glad to see 
me, and we gabbed away for almost an 
hour before I casually mentioned that I’d 


become acquainted with Arthur Hayden 
and that he seemed a fine type. 

“Oh, Arthur’s a wonderful fellow, all 
right,” Della said enthusiastically. Then 
she looked at me with a mischievous grin. 
“Don’t tell me you’re smitten, Connie,” she 
laughed. 

“Why, how could I be?” I demanded 
lightly. “Mr. Hayden is a married man, 
isn’t he?” 

“Yes—I suppose you could say he is,” 
Della replied. “At least neither he nor 
Daphne filed for a divorce—yet.” 

I raised my eyebrows, asking, “You 
mean they’re separated?” 

“Girl,” Della informed me, “they’ve been 
living apart for five or six months. Arthur 
just finally packed his duds and skidad- 
dled.” 

“What was the matter?” I asked. “Didn’t 
they get along?” 

“Oh, they didn’t fuss and fight or run 
around on each other, if that’s what you 
mean,” Della said. “Arthur simply got 
enough of living with a beautiful iceberg 
who was in love with her house. and not 
him, and he just upped and walked out.” 

“Della, what are you talking about?” I 
asked. “I mean, this ‘beautiful iceberg’ 
business? And her being in love with her 
house?” 

Della put her hands on her hips and 
stared at me. “Girl. where have you been, 
might I ask? Are you going to tell me 
you’ve never seen Daphne’s picture or read 
about the affairs held at her ‘palatial’ 
home, as the social editor of our paper 
always calls it?” 

“[’'m afraid I don’t read the papers 
much,” I confessed. “I’ve been living a 
rather retired life since I lost Paul, re- 
member. So—” 

“That’s a friend for you.” Della sighed. 
“Doesn’t even read the Weekly World, of 
which my dear hubby is the editor! No 
wonder you don’t know from nothing. 
Well!” 

“Okay,” I laughed, “rub it in. But is Mrs. 
Hayden really pretty?” 

“No, honey,” Della said dryly. “she’s not 
pretty. she’s be-yoo-ty-ful! And the home 
Arthur built for her is also out of this 
world! It’s the show place of our com- 
munity. And that’s the way Daphne has 
kept it—as a show place. not a home. And 
she’s what you might call a “show piece”— 
that is, for looks on’y, so far as Arthur is 
concerned. Why he told my husband once 

they’re good friends and frat brothers 
and all that jive—Arthur told him he'd 
just as soon live in a museum—with 4 
mummy, as stay in that house with that 
wife of his. And yet. Connie, Daphne is 
really a nice kid. She’s only about our age. 
She had a hard way to go when she was 
growing up—her folks were real poor, lived 
in a shack down in ’Bam—you know. And 
when Arthur married her, all it meant to 
her, apparently, was a chance to be aad do 
what she had never had a chance to. One 
of those rags-to-riches things. Only she 
seemed to forget that Arthur made it all 
possible, and that he was a flesh-and-blood 
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man who wanted a flesh-and-blood wife, 
and not just a dressed-up doll.” 

“Well,” I remarked, “she may be a nice 
kid, as you say, but she sounds like a sad 
wife to me.” 

“That’s what Arthur got to thinking, ap- 
parently,” Della said. “And I can’t say 
that I blame him. He’d make the right 
woman a peachy husband, Connie. And 
he’s really in the money, in case you didn’t 
know. So—” Della added, a roguish twin- 
kle in her eyes, “you’d better set your cap 
for him, honey. Who knows, he might build 
you a dream house, too.” 

My friend didn’t know it. of course. but 
her words cut me to the quick. Because I 
didn’t have to set my cap for him—he was 
mine already. if I wanted him. Or rather, 
if I could forget my scruples and simply 
let events take their course. And since this 
Daphne Hayden obviously didn’t deserve a 
husband like Arthur, why shouldn’t I? 
After all, I hadn’t taken him from her— 
she had driven him away by her own cold- 
ness. So obviously, she wasn’t right for 
Arthur. I could not understand how any 
woman could fail to respond to his warm 
charm. his virile attractiveness. his unfail- 
ing gentleness and consideration as a man. 
This wife of his must be an opportunist, 
caring only for what he could give her in 
terms of material possessions, So why 
should I renounce the man I loved for a 
woman like that who had not even tried to 
make him happy. who obviously cared noth- 
ing for him? 

That question haunted me as I returned 
to Millen, as I prepared dinner, and... 
as I sat by the front window. as usual, 
watching for Arthur to come home. 

Home? 

The answer rose fiercely to my mind: 
Yes, home! Our home! I had almost 
thrown away the most precious thing I’d 
ever had by my silly. emotional reaction to 
the discovery that Arthur was married. But 
now that I knew what his wife was like. I’d 
be a fool to give him up. It was like a 
simple arithmetic problem: Subtract from 
him the wife who didn’t love him. and add 
to him a wife who did. The answer? A 
happy marriage—for us! 

Although I stayed up until eleven o’clock, 
Arthur did not appear. I was worried, 
fearing that I had offended him by locking 
myself in the bathroom that morning. and 
refusing to come out when he begged me 
to. Finally, bone weary from the day’s hee- 
tic developments, I undressed and got into 
bed. I was almost asleep when I remem- 
bered something: For the first time in many 
weeks the door between our apartments was 
locked! I turned the key at some time 
during my hysterical upset that morning. 
A feeling of panic swept through me. Sup- 
pose Arthur had tried to come in and had 
found the door locked against him? Would 
he take that to mean that I was angry at 
him—didn’t love him any longer? I sprang 
up and ran into the kitchen and unlocked 
that door. Then, as an after-thought, I 
opened it a tiny bit so that he would have 
no doubt about coming to me—if he 
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wished. I returned to my bed feeling much 


relieved. Perhaps later I would be drawn 


back to languorous wakefulness by gentle 
kisses . . . as I had been so many times 
before. On that warm, wonderful thought, 
I quickly fell asleep, and then it was morn- 
ing and my first feeling was of disappoint- 
ment, almost of dismay because . . . my 
lover had not come to me. ... And my 
heart turned cold with fear as I wondered 
wh 


Hurriedly I arose, bathed, dressed and 

t into the kitchen to start breakfast be- 
fore awakening the children. There an- 
other shock awaited me: The door between 
partments was now closed! I started 
to open it, to go and see if Arthur was 
there in his bedroom. But I restrained that 
impuls Had he wished to see me, he 
suld have done so. Apparently such was 


UI 
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not the case, judging by that closed door. 
Was that his way of letting me know how 
[ didn’t know. Distractedly I fixed the 


children’s breakfast, got them washed and 
dressed and fed, and off to school. Then I 
out to the living room and sat on the 
t ) rest a moment, feeling sad, lonely 
ind depressed. Now that I had made up 
ind to do as Arthur had begged me to 
the day before—continue as we had until 
btained a divorce, his failure to appear 
morning coffee, as he usually did, 
| my apprehension. Had he changed 

his mind? 
\s if in answer to that question, the con- 
door opened and Arthur came in. 
Connie, darling!” he greeted. “Good 


°? 
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‘Arthur!’ I exclaimed. Then I was in 
s and as he kissed me I knew that 
loved me, still wanted me. I felt 

es brim with hot moisture. 

What’s wrong. honey?” he asked, hold- 
off and regarding me with concern. 

Why the tears?” 
thing’s wrong,” I sobbed, leaning 

him, pressing my face into his 

He held me tightly, and I could feel 

; touching my hair. Then gently he 
again: “Connie—what’s wrong?” 

Nothing—now,” I said muffledly. “I—I 

ifraid you had changed your mind 


iboeut os.” 
With one hand he raised my face and 
k | me with sudden intensity, his lips 


ng against mine so hard they seemed 
to sear them. And I moaned and slid my 
round him, clutching him with all 

the power of my arms... . 
\ while later, we parted and Arthur 


[—uh—gather that maybe you’ve had a 

ge of heart. i mean, since yesterday.” 

[ looked deep into his eyes and nodded 
itl matively. 

I'm glad—I’m very glad,” he told me 
earnestly. “And Connie, I’m terribly sorry 
that learning I am married was such a 

k to you. I realize now—” 

It’s all right, dearest,” I interrupted. 
“You see, I seldom read any of our news- 
and have no friends who knew you. 


} 
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At least, only one—and I hadn’t seen her 
for ages, until yesterday?” 

“Yesterday?” he asked, his brows lifting. 

I nodded. “I had to find out something 
about your—your married life, Arthur. The 
thought that I was taking you from your 
wife was—well, I just couldn’t stand it.” 

“And you’ve changed your ideas about 
that?” Arthur asked. 

“No, I have not.” I replied. “Incidentally, 
the friend I mentioned is Della Hobbs.” 

Arthur laughed. “That’s my buddy, Con- 
nie!” Then sobering, he asked, “And what 
did she tell you, dear?” 

“She called your wife a ‘beautiful ice- 
berg,’ ” I told him, “and she said your wife 
loved her house more than you. If that’s 
true, I don’t feel guilty about us, Arthur. I 
mean, from what Della said. it seemed clear 
that—well, how could I take away from 
her what she had already lost?” 

Arthur let out a deep breath, as though 
relieved. “Connie, that was what I[ tried to 
tell you yesterday. Thank goodness Della 
made you understand. That’s why I had no 
feeling of guilt when we became lovers, 
dear. When I left Daphne, it was for good. 
I tried to make a go of it—I honestly and 
sincerely did. But Daphne is a very cold 
and selfish girl, Connie. And I'd like you to 
know that I wasn’t even in love with her 
when I married her. I was attracted by her 
beauty, and I suppose I was sorry for her.” 

“Sorry for her?” I echoed. 

“Yes. When I met her,” Arthur ex- 
plained, “she was ‘passing.’ on her job as 
secretary to an insurance firm. But she 
lived in our community. Actually, I met her 
at Della’s home. And it was Della who told 
me about her. Della said that Daphne was 
a good girl, but had a terrible time trying 
to stay that way because of her unusual 
looks—and figure. She told me that certain 
of the men where she worked were giving 
her such a hard time that Daphne was on 
the verge of quitting her job. And Della 
asked me if I could help find her another— 
where she would be let alone. And I did— 
in my own office.” He sighed. “That was a 
fatal mistake, I guess. The girl was so 
frightened, so—so—alone, that— Oh well, 
I guess I felt so sorry for her I wanted to 
help her, protect her. I was making an ex- 
cellent income, and had for some time. I’d 
thought much of marrying—of having a 
home. And certainly Daphne would make a 
wife a man could be proud of—in looks, 
anyway. So—lI married her.” 

“Tt doesn’t sound as if she appreciated 
what you did for her.” I said. 

Arthur sighed again, a morose look dark- 
ening his face. “She played me for a 
chump, Connie. Taking all. giving nothing. 
She was probably glad when I moved out. 
And she probably realized that I’d have to 
make her a good financial settlement if 
there was a divorce. Oh, she knew what 
she was doing all right! She didn’t say a 
word the night I packed my clothes and 
left—just stared at me with the expression- 
less look of a—a beautiful doll. I suppose 
I was doing exactly what she meant for me 
to do—leaving her. Because in the eyes of 


the law, that would constitute desertion, a 
big advantage, making the fault seem 
mine.” 

“Will—will she give you a divorce?” I 
asked. 

Arthur laughed grimly. “I saw her last 
evening. She says she won’t. But don’t 
worry. dear—that’s just another of her lit- 
tle tricks to make me pay off in a big way. 
You see,” he said ruefully, “I made the 
mistake of being honest with her, of point- 
ing out that since we had not been happy 
together, we ought to be divorced. And 
when she asked, I admitted—like a fool— 
that there was another woman, and that I 
loved her and meant to marry her.” 

“Oh, darling!” I cried. “Now she’ll never 
give you your freedom!” 

“Oh. yes she will,” Arthur said harshly. 
“If I give her enough money, she will. My 
lawyer is seeing her and her lawyer this 
morning. He’s going to make one offer— 
and only one. It will be generous—far 
more generous than Daphne deserves. But 
if she refuses it. she’ll have a hard time 
getting anything at all—except the house.” 

“But if you don’t agree on a property 
settlement,” I said, “won’t it be up to the 
court to decide what it would be?” 

Arthur’s eyes narrowed. “Before I went 
to see her.” he explained. “I withdrew all 
my funds from the bank, and turned all 
the rest of my collateral into cash. And I’m 
all set to take a long, long trip. Because 
that girl has done enough to me. I’m not 
standing still for any more. Besides, I 
think I’ve earned a real vacation.” 

I stared at him. “How long will you be 
gone?” 

“Oh, quite a while probably,” he replied 
with a shrug. 

“Tt seems to me.” I said carefully, trying 
to keep my voice calm, “that ‘quite a while’ 
is rather indefinite—under the circum- 
stances.” 

“Oh!” Arthur ex:laimed as if surprised. 
“Do you mind?” 

I felt my lips trembling, felt the tears 
mount to my eyes. “Is there any reason why 
I shouldn’t?” I demanded. 

“Well, the Virgin Islands are very beau- 
tiful.” he remarked, his eyes twinkling. 
“Maybe you'll want to stay indefinitely. Or 
at least.” he added. grinning, “until I get a 
divorce. It doesn’t take very long over 
there, you know.” 

“You want me to go?” I exclaimed 
breathlessly. so relieved and pleased that 
my heart began to race. 

“Did you suppose I'd go anywhere— 
without you?” he asked gently. “Don’t you 
know by now, Connie, that I love you?” 

“Oh, darling!” I exclaimed rapturously. 
“How could I doubt it—now?” Then I re- 
membered my children. “Would—would 
you want Paul and Paula along?” I asked 
hesitantly. 

“Would you go without them?” he 
asked quizzically. 

“I| don’t know,” I confessed. “I 
haven’t had time to think. But—I guess I 
wouldn’t.” 

“Nor would I,” Arthur responded. “I 
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love their mother, and I couldn’t love them 
more if they were my own. So my lady, put 
on your thinking cap, because I’ve just de- 
cided that whether or not my lawyer comes 
to terms with Daphne, we're still going out 
of the country.” 

“But my building,” I exclaimed. “Who 
will take care of it?” 

“A realty management company,” Ar- 
thur told me. “I know a number of reliable 
ones. Any further objections?” 

I took his hand in mine and kissed it— 
and wet it with the tears of gladness which 
I could not restrain. How I would try to 
deserve this man—this wonderful man with 
whom I’d spend the rest of my life! What 
a fool his wife had been not to have known 
what a solid gold treasure he was! But she 
had wanted only the gold. All J wanted was 
him! And—he was mine! 


WALKED ON AIR that morning! All 

sorts of wonderful thoughts and feel- 
ings and plans went through me. The pros- 
pect was dazzling. A new, splendid life was 
about to begin. Sooner than I had any right 
to hope, I'd be Arthur’s wife! We'd travel 
to faraway exciting places. Arthur had cas- 
ually remarked that perhaps after the Vir- 
gin Islands, we might visit Haiti, and 
later, Europe. He said he just might settle 
in some such place as Haiti—if we liked 
it, for he was sure he could go into business 
and do well there. 

I guess I was real excited, for time and 
time again I tried to come down out of the 
clouds and make my own plans. I’d need 
clothes, and so would the children. Be- 
sides there were countless other details I 
knew I must attend to. But I was so filled 
with soaring happiness. about all I did 
until the middle of the afternoon was float 
around my apartment like a joyous spirit, 
unable to concentrate long enough to even 
do my ordinary household tasks. And when 
the doorbell rang I went blithely to answer 
it, thinking it was probably one of my 
tenants. 

But, it wasn’t. Instead, when I opened 
the door, I confronted a strikingly beauti- 
ful young woman. expensively and stylishly 
dressed—and instantly, maybe because of 
the cold intensity of her look, I Anew who 
she was! Arthur’s wife! I was so shocked 
I could only stare at her. 

“You’re—Mrs. Redding?” she inquired 
in tones of ices. 

“I am.” I replied stiffly. “Why?” 

“l'm—Mrs. Arthur Hayden.” 

“T know.” 

“May I come in?” 

“What for?” 

“l'd—like to talk to you, if you don’t 
mind.” 

“Supposing I do mind?” I inquired, 
matching her cold, dead tone. 

For the first time her face showed some 
expression—tightened, lost its pale, mask- 
like look; and into her eyes came a veno- 
mous glitter. But her voice remained the 
same lifeless monotone when she said, 
“Then I'll have to kill you where you stand 
—you husband stealer.” As those incredible 


words were uttered, she removed her hand 
from the pocket of her loose black broad- 
cloth swagger coat, and in it was a shiny 
revolver! And it was pointed at me! 

I was frightened—terribly frightened as 
I stepped back from the door; and I had 
the despairing conviction that this woman 
meant to kill me, coldly, without emotion, 
as though I were a reptile. I kept backing 
away from her as she entered my home and 
closed the door quietly behind her. For a 
few seconds we faced each other as she 
held her gun steadily toward me, and a 
feeling of horror crept through me as in 
expectation I heard the roar of it, felt its 
bullets tearing into my flesh. Without know- 
ing I was going to, I suddenly cried, “Why 
do you want to kill me? You don’t love 
Arthur!” 

Daphne Hayden’s look altered subtly. 
“How do you know I don’t love him?” she 
demanded with more feeling than she had 
previously expressed. Then, without wait- 
ing for me to reply, she said with startling 
vehemence, “I do love him! That’s why I’m 
going to kill you! Because you’ve stolen 
him from me!” 

“But—but—.,” I faltered, “Arthur said 
you didn’t love him—that—that you took 
everything and gave nothing! And Della 
Hobbs said you were a—a ‘beautiful ice- 
berg,’ and that you loved your house more 
than you did Arthur. So- 

“What can Della know about it?” she 
demanded almost hotly. “How can she pos- 
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sibly know what goes on inside of me?” As 
she spoke tears glistened in the corners of 
her large sherry-colored eyes, and rolled 
slowly down the smooth ivory of her lovely 
face. “What else did they tell you?” she 
asked in a strangely subdued voice. 

“T can’t talk very calmly with you point- 
ing that gun at me.” I said, sensing that 
the girl’s intention to shoot me had weak- 
ened. And how great was my relief when 
slowly, inch by inch, she allowed her hand 
to sink to her side! Then I heard a soft 
thump, and saw that she had allowed the 
wicked looking weapon to fall to the floor; 
and when I looked up. the girl’s face was 
crumpling, and then she fell into a chair 
and wept violently, pressing her face 
against her arm. 

I stared at her in amazement. then my 
eyes flicked to the fallen gun, and I started 
to pick it up, but didn’t because somehow 
I knew this girl would not try to use it 
again. So I sat down, gazing at her won- 
deringly, despite myself feeling sorry for 
her, so naked was her emotion, so stricken 
did she seem. My children came home 
from school then, and when I let them in, 
Daphne Hayden halted her heartbroken 
weeping and started dabbing away her 
tears with a handkerchief. 

Paula and Paul stared at her curiously 
for a second then demanded their usual 
afternoon snack, and just then Paul saw 
the gun on the floor and stooped to pick it 
up, but with a smothered cry, my visitor 
bent over and grabbed it and extended it 
to me. 

“Take it, Mrs. Redding,” she begged. “I 


never want to see it again!” 

I took it and went into my bedroom and 
put it away, then returned and shooed my 
youngsters unceremoniously into the kitch- 
en and quickly gave them cookies and 
milk, and returned to my living room. 

“Those are your children?” Arthur’s 
wife asked. And when I nodded, she said 
wistfully, “They’re very pretty, both of 
them.” She sighed, and wiped her eyes 
again. “Arthur wanted children, but . . .” 
Her voice trailed away, and she buried her 
face in her hands. 

“Perhaps had you given him children,” I 
said slowly, “all this might never have hap- 
pened.” 

The girl quivered as though I had 
stabbed her. Then she looked up at me 
piteously and said in a low, tense voice, 
“My—my mother died in childbirth. So 
did my sister.” 

It was impossible to doubt her, to not see 
the fear which flowed through her as she 
said that; and knowing it for the truth, a 
great heaviness settled in my heart and I 
wished violently I had never seen her, that 
Arthur and I had gone away before this 
happened . . . because then I would not 
have understood what was now becoming 
clear in my mind. ... I didn’t want to 
ask it, but the words came out, as though 
independently of my will: “Did you tell Ar- 
thur about that—Daphne?” 

She looked at me and her eyes still glim- 
mered with tears as she slowly shook her 
head. “When—when he tried to make love 
to me.” she told me almost inaudibly, “I 
was always scared to death—and I would 
resist him and he would get angry 
and say I didn’t care anything about him. 
But I did! I just didn’t want to—to die, like 
my mother and my sister!” 

“Why didn’t you tell him what the trou- 
ble was?” I asked. although every word 
was a knife in my own heart. 

Daphne just looked at me and helplessly 
shook her head. “I tried. I tried so many 
times. But it was like something frozen in- 
side me and I just couldn’t.” 

“You could have seen a doctor,” I told 
her. “He would have been able to tell you 
whether there was anything organically 
wrong which made it dangerous for you to 
bear children.” 

“TI did—after Arthur left,” Daphne 
sighed. “And there’s nothing wrong with 
me. I know I should have done that long 
ago. but I’m really not very smart—I just 
didn’t know about such things.” She looked 
at me sadly, adding, “Until it was too late.” 

I buried my face in my hands and tried 
to steel myself to say what I knew I had to 
say. Then I looked at her and from some- 
where—no, not from “somewhere,” but 
from Above—came the strength I needed. 
“Maybe it’s not too late.” I told her gently. 
“Believe me. Daphne, at first I didn’t know 
Arthur was married. He just told me two 
days ago. And from what Della said, and 
also because Arthur said the same thing, I 
believed that you didn’t want him. Or else 
I would not have agreed to marry him. Can 
you believe that?” 
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Why Teenagers Chase 


(Continued from Page 27) 


After that, I cried like a three-year-old 
child. He told me that he loved me, and 
was going to send for me. I believed him! 

I stayed with him all evening ‘til it was 
time for me to go home. That was right 
after the last show, and just before the mid- 
night ramble. He drove me home in his big 
green Cadillac and I was sure cool. 

That night I couldn’t sleep. I dreamed 
of how it was going to be living on Park 
Avenue in his big apartment, which he said 
he had. He was going to leave the car with 
me to drive around in. This was really go- 
ing to be “living”! 

After the show was over, he called me 
and told me he loved me and that they 
wouldn’t leave until the next night. I called 
him the next day at lunch time from the 
little restaurant where all the kids ate 
lunch. After school, he came to pick me 
up. The car was the most fabulous thing I 
had ever seen. I really thought I had it 
made. 

Phil left later that night. I received one 
phone call from Dayton and one letter that 
went something like this: Dear Charline, I 
love you very much and need you. I will 
send for you soon. Yours truly, Phillip. 
That was a little over two years ago. I 
haven’t seen or heard from him since. 

Now who’s fault was that? The issue 
wasn’t forced, but you must admit I had 
some assistance from him. What do you 
think I would do if I saw him again, wife 
or no wife? 

Then, I can recall when a not too well 
known quartet from Baltimore was appear- 
ing at one of the night clubs here. I was 
walking down the street one afternoon and 
saw these real cool members standing on 
the hotel porch. 

The little short one said, “Hey pretty! 
What’s your name?” 

I kept walking. but he came running 
down the street after me. I turned around 
and waited. He asked me again and I told 
him and asked what his name was. He 
said James and that he played the piano 
with the group. Just then, two of the other 
fellows came over and introduced them- 
selves. 

They wanted to know if I was coming to 
the club to hear them. I gave some sad 
excuse for not being able to come. I just 
couldn’t seem to tell them that I was too 


young. We all became good friends and 


they seemed to be such nice fellows. They 
came over to my pad every chance they got. 
The last night they were to be in town, I 
was invited to visit them. 

When I arrived, there was no one there 
but James. He began telling me how much 
he went for me. I saw that same look in his 
eyes that I had in Phil’s two years ago. 
It was cunning and terrifying. I started for 
the door and he grabbed me and tore my 
skirt. We fought like two wild animals 


and finally I was able to get out of that 
place and away from that sex-crazy mad- 
man. 

Of course, if you were to get the same 
story from him, he would possibly say that 
he didn’t even know me and that I came up 
to his room out of the clear sky, that I was 
trying to get publicity—a mere publicity 
stunt. 

I’m not trying to leave you with the im- 
pression that all entertainers think they are 
“God's gift to women,” and are out on the 
road not first to give a performance, but to 
catch unexpecting young girls who are fas- 
cinated by the bright lights and glamour 
that appears to belong to show people. You 
never read any of those articles by people 
who are topflight showmen. For instance, 
the Dominoes, Lynn Hope, Nat “King” 
Cole. Sugar Ray, Mr. “B” or any number 
of others I could name who are making up 
to five times the money and who really have 
the looks as well as the personality. 

These other entertainers are: wasting 
their time trying to lower the teenage girl’s 
standards by telling all those fantastic 
stories. Half of them should be getting 
their clothes cleaned and wash their dirty 
socks. 

My idea of a perfect group is the Dom- 
inves. A lot of girls don’t go for them, they 
say the boys are sophisticated and they 
definitely can’t stand their manager. They 
say Miss Marks keeps the boys all to her- 
self. I think she is a very fine woman and 
can understand why she acts the way she 
does. She wants them to spend their time 
on worthwhile things. If she had not done 
her job well as a manager, the group 
wouldn’t have all the engagements they 
have and a late model Cadillac, nor would 
they have that engagement in Nevada every 
three months for two years, a raise in sal- 
ary each time they appear there. 

If anyone should be writing those kind 
of articles, it should be someone like the 
Dominoes. But. as I said, they spend their 
time on more useful things. For one thing, 
they can sing and that’s more than I can 
say for some of the other groups. They 
know just what they want, and are on the 
road of everlasting success. They socialize 
with girls and are very friendly and don’t 
ask every girl they happen to run into up to 
their hotel room. In my opinion, and many 
others, they are the “most.” Before them 
there were none, and after them, there will 
be no more—that’s the Dominoes. 

I’m not trying to say that girls, including 
myself, are innocent little lambs. I’m just 
telling you that when these band men write 
these articles like “Why The Women Go 
For Me” by Sunny Til, “It’s Rough Being 
Handsome” by Arthur Prysock, and “Wom- 
en Just Won’t Let Me Alone” by Wynonie 
Harris, and last, but not least, “Teenagers 
Almost Broke Up My Home” by Illinois 
Jacquet. They only tell one side—that the 
teenagers are constantly chasing the em — 
tertainer, when actually it’s in reverse 


THE END | 








